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# " lawey, ought fav Pocty 
Farce Srup per Snapper, —_ ay 
as my. {cit abray br cha Four > HIEAG do. 


hearuly hope, but more humbly entreat, that with 
the Piercing Eye of Undcritanding, and thraugh the 
Orbicuous Glaſs of Reaſon, you will perfectly ſcern, 


and then wholly attribure the. bol Prfumprc of 
this ſharp Epiſtle (as I may juſtly term it) ro my See 
ming ſelf as Audacious 7evon the Poet , and not to 

my.-Real ſclt as Modeſt Mr. Zevon the Player. But 
_ now F£ intend oo giye mp felt an unwyling Looſe to 
Floquent Words'and Rhetorical Notions (which to 
vc have alwavs Prampt and Ready bin.) Ez ad Un 
pen, © ad Pennam, and forthwith caſt my ſelf upon 
the Naked Confines of Mediocrity, and in plain terms 


come pat and cloſely to you thus. 
A 3 | You 


The Epiſt!e Dedicatory. 

You may pleaſe to call to mind and well remem- 
ber that preſently after our Catcall Diſſolution, which 
for ſome time, from our Natural Home, and Provi- 
dent Stage, diſpers+ abroad Us Under-Acting 7ews 
without a Moſes to provide our Manna : And after 
the Praycrs ( as you may gueſs) of the many 
Murmuring Hurelings, for thoſc whoſe Whiſtling 
Breath blew-'em to ' a more remote and far-worſe 
Climate , 'twas then the Needfull I ( by dint of 
Hunger forcd ) wrote (you know full well) ſuch 
Powertull Lines to your unmindfull Senate, that had 
ye not All had Hearts of Stone you wou'd have melted - 
into Retaliating Fayours. Your ſpeedy Promiſes were 
Great , but your ſlow. Performances ( witneſs ye 
Unaſſiſting Gods) alas, were Small. Let this my All- 
Commanding Style, "and moſt Ingenious Piece then 
now reyive and whet your almoſt blunted Purpoſe, 
to a more lively, quick and ſolid Anfwer : Let me 
endear ye all (my Yet but ſeeming Friends, and pro- 
miing Patrons only) to a more Ponderous Reſolution 
and Candid Anfwer to him that, Gad Judge me, ye 


now to be 


© Tour humble and obedient Servant, 


THO. JEV ON. 


\ 


PREFACE. 


TO.THE 
Grave, Learned, Judicious, and De- 
liberate. 


H E Modern Age, and preſent Repreſentations, 
 wnknown to the Antiquated Limits, which in all 
 bound's of Prevalent Atonements, ſuperſede the 

Equinodtials of Ilkuminary Spirits, are not in the leaſt 
captivated: with the Decorum of Dreſs, fortunate and 
ſucceeding Ation, exhauſted Maſter of Volatory arrided 
Flaſlneſs, that now is not in ſelf, De Re Imaginaria 
neque ſuppoſita . de futura, Neither can their pre- 
found Precepts, who were known and adord as Patri- 
archs in Natures primitive Sanguinity with col{atoral 
Adherents, with the noiſe of what was heretofore deliver d, 
inculcate Predominancy 10 the Right Line of Monarchical 
and Epiſcopal Adherences. Therefore if in greater and 
more evident Points the Lawyer can no more be without 

his. 
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Tothe READER 
his Fee, than the Lord Chancellour his Mace, or a Poet 
without Errors, (my ſelf alone exempied') why ſhou'd the 
Fudgment of a Man that ' is partially byaſs d againſt the 
Banditti, rule the Authour's opinion in his own Hemiſphere, 
and diſcuſs at large the Virtues of Jobſon's Wife, with- 
out the Management of Hobbs his Leviathan ? Why 
Jhou'd Shakeſpear, Johnſon, Beaumont; Fletcher, thar 

” are n0 way Adequate to the profound IntellefAs of my pre- 
ſent Atonement, be rank d above the Laborious, tho dull 
States-man. 


—-—-Sed Vaſtum Vaſtior Ipſe, 
Suſtulit Agydes, &c. Ov. Metam. 


Thoſe ſeveral Malignant Afſſertions offer d, a large 
and a compendious Reſolution ought to be maturely re- 
fponded, eſpecially, when the Eclypſe of Matrimony is 
fubterranially trod down. As to the main Notion of Po- 
lIygamy abfconded under a Cirtoot of Imagination, We 
take it thus. Alexander was Great and Viftorious in his 
Mediterranean Engagements of Hoſpitality. To the con- 
trary Julian the Apoftate recites his own Benevolencies in 
temi Octavo of Traditional Ufury » Which plainly de- 
notes the firſt Egreſſion and the laſt Denotation. So that 
if we come to Moctern Affairs , you will find that the 
Maſoy 4 Middle Gatlery, being by Command Superiour , 


' brought bare-fac'd to the Pre- exiftent Spark's conftrutftion ; 


more amufes the Sun-ſhine Planet of his Scarlet Coat , 
than the beat of an Iriſh Dram to an Eaſt Indie Interlo- 


per. 


per. For what ſays Terence ( Paucis te Volo, ) which 


manifefily denotes the condeſcending temper of the Male, 
ard the diving Aſpe of the Feke. New of fie f 
long a: Concupiſcential Appetite the Novelty of: Weeding 
is to be adjudg'd Ceremonious;] leave to my Lord Chick 
Juſtice his Tipflaff 10 examine , and make all even be-- 

tween the Pope and.my Lord Archbiſhop of Canterbury.. 


{ 84 \S RP FL. 
F_Y Sa». 
> 51.25 © 4 , k 
JLb at SAL 'P, 
, 5 w 


me #3 f 5 


O BY fp » Þ 
» *% ' OY = : @ % 4 & 1 *+ %S 4 q ; £ I” * " : 
Py 3 ; - | L 54 » &* Y *.3 2 d - % * A o 13 $4 \ I , 
+ ©'4 ! ” . - ! *# s / ; : N I - ; by 


I- OW long is't ſince you ſaw I pray, 
7 hat ſtrange old faſhion'd thing call d a New Play. 
Or how long indeed d'ye think "twill be, 
Before you talt that long'd for Novelty 2 
Tou may ſet your hearts at reſt for this Age, 
7/nion and Catcalls have quite ſpoyl'd the Stage. 
T imme was the Poets cou'd cock, look bigg, and cry, 
Damn theſe ſaucy Players, let's all agree, ” 
And ſtarve the Rogues, the Times friends turned be, 
And I am turnd Poet, there's Farce d'ye ſee. 
But now to my Geatheration friends, - * Points to ſome particular 
What quick return, or what conciſe amends. 0 People in the Pit. 
Have you my ever honour d ever dear, | 
Renowned, whiſtling Patrons made appear 
To him that is your ſervant everywhere ? 
Af Kapre's Mr. Jevon, I'm knavy far and near. 
But no more words in ſo much Company, 
Satisfattion I muſt have and quickly ; C 
Or Gad, Ile leave off writing direttly. © 
Let me have a pledge of it now yare here, 
Or 7n your Balls you may forget 1 fear. 
Be fawourable to this ſame piece at hand, 
And d'ye hear friends don't, ſhall I, ſhall I ſtand. 
If 1 in Pocket find you dive for Catcall, 
The tet-downrEurtam, tTfetett ye that all. 
Catcalls well tun'd might do well in Opera's, 
They'd ſerve for reins to fill up a Chorus. 
Or 


oy 4 4 
I ERS, 0 © - 
3. EN o > SE IN 


RY B54 NG GD AL; ONTO tt a*5 ” no 


Gu SRC " 
"DB 4” 4. 7 4 R : 
Opto pine ELD ; Z T 


cp 3 


I Ss. ».4 tha MN q 3 « 6 7 7 % 
EG eCLR SSSaeTre Set ie, 


of 4 I [9 
We 03.1 oe te ee. « 4 SS 
-#. E h [3 OSS $5, Oe me 
NE ge yas out SR ITO _ ; 


DOS. a i . GA 


L. . G 
We 2 Ss - EE ES: A ; OTE $45 agbtto> ian? Wadi y 
LET DYE : E920 COIs 7 NS 4.0 $A 


Or in a French Love Soy 
A Cadmeus Pur Q Qua, i 
Begar Monſieur it be De pretty Whyne, 


85 a a. [Sings] | 


Ki La Dance De Mineway, 0h it be very fine. TDanes] 


Dances you have and various here to Night, 
But they are En th all, alt Engliſh: 96 06 - 


Thro ths Sas, 'Parce Engle 
That's French Seace," 


All Non-ſence without any more adoe. _ ;Y 
XKickſhaws like this ſerve for a Lenten Diſh, 
If not for Fleſh, pray let it ſerve for Fiſh. 
And. fince: Pennance at this Time's in faſhion, 
Come three-Days for Mortification. 


> 
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The Ators Names. i 
M E N ; 
An honeſt Country Gen- 
Gu Rich: Eros. themanbeloy'd good Mr. Gryfin: 
old Engl. Houſckeepi 
Rowland: 5 Ur Richard's two Fricnds. qo Bownay, 
| r. Peryn. 
ST | Mr. Saunders. 
Cook. Servants to Qtr Richard. Mr. Percyval. 
Footman. Mr. Lew. 
Coachns. 


The _—_ Father. Of the old fergie : : A Phanxatick. [Mr. Norrs. 
Hypocritical ' Phanatick Parſon , 
Noddy. _ oe to cat and cant, Chaplain to J Mr. Powel. 
En 
A inging er, Tennant 
Jobſon. \ and Neighbour to Sir Richard. 5 Mr. Jevoy. 


m— A Magitian. | Mr. Freeman. 
Nadyr 
Aby She. $Two Spirits. 


Conntryman. 


Blind: Fidler. 
Footbey. 


WOME N, 
Wifeto. Sir Richard. A Proud 


F Phanatick; always cant 
Ady Lovemore.Y and brawling, Aerpenale ir Cook, 
 C Fixen and a Shrew, (a ble- 


_ocke, ſed Wife.) 


| Mrs. Price. 
Fierce fLady Lovemore's Maids. Mes. Toyford. 


Nell. Joedſon's Wike, a ſimple innocent Girl. Mrs. Percyval. 
| Tennants,, Servants, Dancers, Singers, Waſſalers, | 
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Devil of a Wife, 


OR A 


' Comical Transfozmation. 


ACT I. SCENE L 


Enter Jobfon the Cobler and Nell his Wife. 


} Ne7. O OD Husband ſtay with me to Night ad make 
F: anend of the Holiday at home. 


Fobſon. Peace, peace, and go Spin, for if- I want 
any Thread for my ſtitching, I will puniſh you by virtue. of wy 
Sovereign Authority. 

Nell. I warrant you : But you'lgo to: the Ale-houſe, ſpend your 
: Money, and get drunk, and come home like 014 Nick, and uſe- 
; one like a Dog. 
3 FJobſon. How now Brazen-Face do you ſpeak ill of the Govern-- 
4 ment? Tam King: in my own Houſe, and this-is- Treaſon againſt 
4 my Majeſty. 
3 Nell. 1 don't underſtand your =_ bu prithee don't goro the: 
Z Ale-houſe..  Tob/pn:. 


"4d The Devil of aWife, o, 


'Fobſon. Well then, I will not go to the Ale-houſe, I have made 
an appointment with Sir Richard Lovemore's Butler, and am to be 
Princely drunk in Punch at the ZZal/ Place ; we ſhall have a Bowl 
big enough to ſwim in. 

Nell. O Lord Husband, the new Lady they fay will not ſuffer a 


| Stranger to come into her Houſe, ſhe grudges a draught of Small 


Beer, and ſeveral of this Town have come Home with broken 


Heads from her Ladiſhips own hands for but ſmelling Strong Beer 
in her Houſe. 


Fobſon. A Pox on her for a Fanatick Jade, ſhe has almoſt diſ- 


tracted the good Knight, but ſhe's abroad feaſting with her Relati- 


ons, and will ſcarce come home to night , and we are to have 


much Drink, a Fiddle and Gambals. 


Nell. But her Fanatick Parſon will diſturb you. 

Job/op. I he does.we will tpis the Hypocrite in a Blanket, or 
kick the fanQified Coxcomb. to-a Jelly. | 

Nell. O dear Husband let me go with you, wee'l be as merry as 
the night's long. 

Fobſon. Why how now you bold Bettreſs, what wou'd you be 
carried to a company of Smooth-faced, Eating, Drinking, Lazy Ser- 
vingmen ; Rogues whoſe nouriſhment runsall into Lechery 2 No, 
3-ou Jade, I will be no Cuckold. | 0A 1 

Nell. I'm ſure they wou'd make me welcom, you promiſed me I 
ſhou'd ſee the Houſe : Sir Richard and the Family have not been 
there ſince you-married and brought me to Town. 

Fobſon. Why thou moſt audacious Strumper, darſt thou Diſpute 


with me ? go home and Spin, orelſe my Strap will wind about 


thy Ribs. 
Fobſon He that has the beſt Wife, 
DINgs. She's the Burthen of his Life, 
| But for her that will Scold and will Quarrel ; 
Let him cut ber ſhort by 
Of her Meat and her Sport, WB 


And ten times a day hoop her Barrel. 


Nell. We poor Women muſt: be: Slaves and never have any joy, ? 


but y ou men run and ramble and take your ſwing. 


Tob/on. 


A Comical Transformation. 


% 


gone. 
Nell. Well 1 muſt go.” 
Fobſen, Here nuw I think of it , here's ſix pence for you, get 
Ale and Apples, ſtretch and put thy felf up with Lambs Wool, re- 
joyce and revel by thy elf, be drunk and wallow.in thy own Stye 


like a Sow as thou art. 
Fobſon- Sings. Fle that has a Wife, &c. 
[Exit Nell and Jobſon. 


Enter Sir Richard Lovemore's Butler, Cook, Servingmen, Chamber-- 
maid, and other Women Servants. | 


Butler. 1 wou'd our blind Minſtrel and our dancing Neighbours 
were here that we may rejoyce a little. white, our Termagant Zaay 
is abroad, I have made a molt Sovereign Bowl of Punch, and I have 
a good hoard of Wine and March Beer. 

ane. We had need rejoyce ſometimes, but our deviliſh new La-- 
dy will never ſuffer it when the knows it. | 

Butler. 1 will maintain it there's more mirth in a Gally than in 
our Family, our Maſter Sir Richard is the worthieſt Gentleman, 
nothing but Goodneſs, Sweetneſs and Liberality. 


Serv. Man. But here's a Houſe turn'd topſhie turvy, from Heaves 


to Zell ſince her coming hither. 


| Maid, Were all alike, none of us can ſcape her rage and fury.. 
ane. His former Lady is a Saint in Heaven, and liv'd fo on: 


_ Farth, all Mildneſs and Gentleneſs. 


Butler. Ay, Reſt her Soul, ſhe was, but this is inſpired with a 
Legion of Devils, and one plaguy Non-Con Parſon worſe than all, 
that makes her lay about her like a Fury. 

Fane, I'm ſure I always feel her in my Bones, ſhe has an Inflru-- 
ment of Corre&tion made of Whale-bone, and for fear I ſhou'd. 


forget her good uſage, ſhe refreſhes my Memory every quarter of 
an hour: it her Complexion don't pleaſe her, or ſhe look yellow 


in a morning, I'm ſure to be laid on-and look black and. blue for't. 
Cook. Pox on her; when I carry up her Breakfaſt I dare not come 


within reach of her: .I have ſome fix broken Heads already. A Lady 


Jobſon, Why you moſt Pefilext Baggage will you be hoopt 2 be 


hy 


4 * The Devil of a Wife, or, 


quoth a |. a Shee-Bear is a civiller Animal: ſhe has robb'd me-of 
my Cunny-Skins, my Kitchin-Stuff,and all my Vails; and brought 
a damn'd eating godly Fellow with her, that ſcarce will be content 


with five Meals a day. 


Butler. None of you have been uſed as I have. | | 

Fane. That's becauſe none of us had a Spade-Beard of a Foot 
long. 

Batler. 1 that have lived five and forty year in the Houſe, and 
had for twenty years preſerv'd a reverent Beard, which made me 
noted for Wifedom and Diſcretion through all the Countrey, and 


- the to demoliſh this poor Beard in an inſtant. 


Cook, I beſcech you, by what means did ſhe depopulate and 
waile your Fruitfull Chin ? - 

Butler. Why it was ruin'd by Fire, with her own curſed hands 
ſhe ſing'd it off ; ſhe faid .it always ſmelt of Brewis, and was a 
Spunge rhat ſoak'd up more March Beer in a month than any ſix the 
ableſt Drunkards in the Hundred cou'd in a year: I fav'd nothing 
but rhis-fame one Sprig that grew upon a Wart, and that by my 
Naile. 

Fane. What pity 'twas to loſe ſuch an emblem of Gravity and 
Wiſdome. 

Butler. Ay, Tam become a ſhame to my Neighbours and dare 
not ſhow my. Chin before *em-: Oh that Beard, that poor Beard, 


what Authority it had amongſt 'em! I had ene as live ſhe had 


Eelt me. | 

Serv. Man. 1 believe thou had'ſt, thy Beard was of as much uſe 
as any Implement about thee. 

Jane, Methoughts he look'd like one of the old Patriatchs, in 
the Arras I have ſeen an old Faftern King, in a Mortlack hanging 
very much reſembling his Phiſnomy. 

Butler. Oh Mrs. Fane you do my poor Beard too much honour, 
bur farewell dear Beard, I ſhall never ſee the like of Thee. 

Cook, No, a man may as well hope to have two crops of Oak 
Timber from the ſame place, as two ſuch Beards from one Chin 
mai :| 

Maid. Piſh, what burt does the loſs of a Beard doe 2 I was ma- 
king a Shift for her, and ſhe did not like my Lacing it down ; ſhe 
turns the wrong end of her Fan, ſtrikes me on the Mouth ſo hard, 
that ſhe beat out 2 of my Butter Teeth : A ſhame on her light Fin- 
gers. Fane. 
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A Comical Transformation. 5 
Jane. She makes the Coachman chain the Footmen to Poſts , 
whip *em with Dog-whips,. and ſtands by to.ſee the Execution. + -- 
Butler, Heaven have mercy upon my poor Maſter, this deviliſh 
Termagant SY Religious Woman will be the death 'of him, 
I never ſaw a man fo alter'd all the days of my Life. | 
Cook, There's a Perpetual motion in that Tongue of hers, and a 
damn'd ſhrill Pipe enough to break the Drum of a man's Ear, I 
wonder my Maſter does not kick her and her Parſon out of doors. 
Butler, Her Parſon, her Weaver; I believe he never had any 
Orders, but an inward motion from his Stomach, which *inclines 
him to eat more than a Wolf, and this motion is an inward Call. 
Noddy, (within.) Why, Cook Fohn, Cook, where art thou ? 
Cook, I'm here, this is. his outward Call ; now is he almoſt fa- 
miſht for his ſecond Afrernoons Luncheon. - 
Noddy. Why, Fohn, why doſt thou negle& me ? my Spirits are 
exhaled, evaporated in Study and Labour ; .I feel as it were a 
ſtrange kind of emptifulneſs, I have not eat this two hours, 
Butler. A Pox on him, ſet him faſt by the Teeth or elſe hee'l 
diſturb us. | 
Cook, I have a couple of cold Chickens, ſome Weſtphalia Bacon, 
and Chriſtmas Pyes. | | IE 
Nod. For your Chriſtmas Pyes I defie them, they areabominable 
Scandalous, and Idolatrous, they favour of Rome, they are ſo ma- 
ny Fortifications wherein the Whfore of Babylon intrenches her ſelf, 
I will down with them, I will beat them down, my zeal will not 
ſuffer ſuch Popery in this Houſe ; ye are my Flock, 1 will ſee that 
that Wolf the Whore does not prey upon you.and devour you : 
down, down I fay with all her Outworks and. High-places, her 
Superſtitious and I[dolatrous Structures and Buildings, whether in 
Minc'd Pyes or otherwiſe: Your Chriſtmas is an Idol, a very Idol 
truly, have I not ſeen him in a Profane Mask, in the Habit of an 
old Man with a long Spade-beard, and the deluded Rout have 
worſhipped and fallen down before him ? your Bagpipes are as Pa- 
gan Organs, and your Waſlalers lewd and filrhy Choriſters unto 
Satan, I may not bear theſe Rags of the Smock of that Scarlet 
Whore, my Spirit rifes, my Zeal botleth and bubbleth up as it 
were within me, I am tranſported with a holy Fury : But do you 
hear John Cook ſend up thoſe Chickens. 
Cook. What both ? 
Noddy. 


bs 
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& The Devil of a Wife, or, 


Noddy. Yea borh with ſome Weſtphalia Bacon,and do you hear, 


John? a Tart; and you: Mr: Chipp ket me have a Bottle of Sack, a 
Bottle of Ale and a Bottle of March Beer, by help of this refreſh- 


ment-I ſhall be able to hold out till Supper. Fare ye well till that 
time. [ Ex. with Cook and Butler. 


Fane. What ſhall we do with this baſe ſniveling Hypocrite? he'll 
ſport our merry meeting, 

Serv. Man. 'I|] warrant you 'tis but putting out the Candles and 
we'll make him. weary of his. Canting, when ere he comes a- 
mong Uus.. 


Re-Enter Butter and Cook. 


Butler. So his Proviſion's gone up. 
Cook. He's faſt by the teeth for one hour. 


Enter the Blind Fidler, Jobſon and others, Meu and 
Women, and* Neighbours. 


Butler. O- welcome, welcome, here's to our wiſh, the Minſtrel 


and our Neighbour ! Oh'old Acquaintance, Goodman Fob/on, how 
doſt thou ? | 


Fobſon. By my troth- I am ſharp ſet towards the Punch, and 


am now come with a-firm Reſolution though a Poor Cobler to be 
as drunk as a Lord, I am a true Engliſh heart, and look upon 
Drunkenneſs as the beſt part of the Liberty of the Subject. 

Fane. Why did you-not bring your Wife with you ? 


Jobſon, Becauſe here are- Waggs, young Rogues, and a Man: 


may be a Cuckold before the King's Health can go round. 

Batler. Fobſon we'll have a Catch, ſtrike up Blind 1/1! -- Ah 
Fobſon I have heard thee outſing the Lark or Nightingal, thou art 
heard above all the Church, let there. be never ſo many Yozces, 
thine will ſtill be predominant. 

Cook, Ay. and he holds out the Note of one Verſe tilt the Clark 


begins to ſing the next; he has a pure Wind. 
 Jobſon. AyTmpretty good at-a-Plalm, Thave fome reaſon for it, 


Lhaye ſtich'd:Soles. this rhirty years to thoſe Pſalms you ſpake of. 
Butler. 


m—_—_— 


A Comical Transformation. bl 
6 Butler, Come, let us fetch out our Bowl of Punch in ſolemn 
'  * Proceſſion. Now let us have a Catclrin honour of Punch. 


4 bring out the Bowl of Punch finging aCatch, aud dan- 
cing about it, after which they fit down and drink. \ 


+-.-þ L 
"i While you Court a damwid Vintner for ſuch naſty Liquor, 
As worſe was xere ſwallow'd by dull Conntrey Yiear, 

And the inſolent Raſcal will draw what he pleaſes, 
While Boys you may kick 'em when Maſters y intreat "em, 


And from Drawers you up into Aldermen beat "en; © 
But they get your Money and you get Diſeaſes. 


IE 


Stumme Brimſtone, Lime, Arſnick; fond Drankards bewitch,” * 
While the villanous Hoff not content to be rich, FO 
By Brewing and Poyſon ſells that by falſe meaſure, 
No Liquor like Punch grves delight to the Soul, 
When we drown all our Cares ith bottom oth Bowl, 
; Sincere are our Foys antt tmmortal our pleaſure. 
: We Brew for our ſelves and we know each ingredient, 
As well for our health as our mirth is expedient, 
And who ever drinks Punch ſhall live merry and long, - 
Tr ſpurs up Fade mature attd quickens the blood, 


hb 1 Which if it finds bad it ne re fails to leave good ; 
6 And white we drink Punch we ſhall ever be young. 


I 


2 ow 


- Cook, Andafter thatTle bring up the: Rear with a ſwinging Tur- 
key-pye, and' a mighty Gammon, befides much Pyes and other 
' Appurtenances belonging to our Office. ts | 
£ Butler, Here's our Maiter's Health in'a Bumper. Zazzab. 
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8 The Devil of a Wife, on, 
 Exter Noddy, #nawing the Legg of a Chickey. 


Noddy. What meaneth this Lewd, Profane, and Babyloniſh noil, 
ye Popiſh.Locuſts, ye Idolatrous Vipers, this ſandtified. Place is be- 


come a Denn of Wicked ones. Thou Blind miſleader of the blind, 


with thy Lewd Anti-Chriſtian Squeaks, avant, avant, I fay Belze- 
bub, avant. 
$i kicks and beats the Blind Fidler. T, bey ut out the Can- 
dles and toſs. Noddy one from another and beat him. 
Hold, hold, what. do ye mean.? | 
YeSons ef Darkneſs: I. defy you, ..... - 

I can ſuffer for the truth, I.am. a witae(s.. 

Butler. Blind him and gagg him. 

Cook. Bind him hand and toot. 

Noddy. 1 will flee away from farther Perſecution, FVipers my 
Lady will come, ſhe will to your Confuſion. 

Serv: Man, And as you like thisdo:you.come again. 

Butler. A Pox on him;. to our. Buſineſs now he is. gone. The 


King ang all theRoyal F amily 1 ina Bumper. Huzzah. 


[Noddy ſteals out, the z, wy the Candles. 


Cook, Are you ready for your Collation.? 

Fane. No, no, we'll have a bout at Blindmans-buff” and a Dance 
firſt. 

Fobſon. Ay, ay, come I'm old Dogg at that, blind me, perhaps. 
I'm as | a Maſter at Blindmans-Buff as.any one in Europe, no 
diſpraiſe to any man. 


[Z] be y blind him and dance a dance. 
Enter Sir Richard: Lovemore and. my Lady. 


- Lady. © Heaven and Earth! what's here: within my Houſe! is 
Hell elk looſe! what CR__ of Friends is here, firrha you im- 
pudent Raſcal? 

Sir Richard. My dear be- patient tis Chrifmes, a time of Mirth, 
of Jollity, it has always. :been: the Cuſtome of my Houſe to give 
my Servants. Liberty 1n this Seaſon, and all my Country IS 4 

urs: * 


A-Comical.. Transformation. 9! 


bours uſed to meer, and withtheirinnoeent Spores divert themfelves. 


Lady. Prithee hold thy -prating, meddle with your own mat-': 


ters, can't I tell how to govern my own ' houſe without your put- 


ting in an Oar? ſhall I ask you leave to corre& my own Servants? 


Sir Richard.;.Good Lady, I thought this had been my Houſe, and 


thoſe my Servants, and thoſe my. Tennants, 
Lady.. Did I bring a Fortune to be thus atiuſed, and ſaub'd bes 


fore my Servants, do you call my Authority in Queſtion you inhu- 
mane Monſter? Look you to .your Doggs, your Kites and. filthy 


Cattel, your Faulconers, Hugrſmen', -and your naſty Grooms a- 
broad, 111 make you; KNOW; ;tis my; Provance to govern here, nor. 


will 1 be controul'd.by &'re a. Hunting, Hauking,unthinking Knight 


in Chriſtendome. 
. Sir Richard, A Pox upon-all Fools that ſhall marry for money, I 


' am married to a continual Tempeſt, Strife and Noile, Canting and 
Hypocryſie are the daily. Portion] have with her; but 11! nor bear . 
this long, if. by force oppoſe: her, ſhe falls into fits, and raves: 


worſe than any one Bedlam. 
Lady. You ſtinking Scoundrels, and you filthy Jades, T'Il ed 


; youto Tonka thus and ſicg] my Proviji 0u, I ſhall be devoured by 
OU. - : 

i ; Butler. 1 thought Madam we. might be merry onee upon a 
- Holyday.. | 
i <LTady. Holyday, you Popiſh Curr, is one Day more Holy than : 
2 another? and if it be you'l be drunk upon't, you Rogue, that by 
: your late Demoliſhd Beard, thought your ſelt an Example to the © 
: Family, Mve Four Example? 


[She 7 Ws him ore the Flead. 


. Come-you Minx, you impudent Flurt are you gigging after an a- 
3 bominable Fiddle? all Dancing:is whoriſh, Huſwite. 


[Jane-zs ſneeking to get away, ſhe catches her and lugs her. 
1 Jape, Q Murder, murder, ſhe has pull'd oft both my Ears. 
* dir Rigbard; Madamyfor fhame, remember your Sex and Quality, 
WE NEMFAIe Four own fools head, Gall zou iniiruct me ?. 


$ » ; fr [ 
b'rq 8 © 


Enter Nodd Y. 


Ly ' 07 ©N © FLOIT I 0044 2270 | 
; Voddy, Madan I rajoyes thas your Ledybipi ron. 
OE mn Lady. 


—— 


I© he Devil" roof” a wife, or,; 


' Lady. Oh good and holy man, how came my Family; in my ab-- | 
ſence thus Debauch'd, *Drunken, Profane and Superſlitious?- | | 

Noddy. When. my Ears were firit offended: with: theſe Lewd: | 
Noiles, [ came down grieved- in'Spirit, and rebuked them, com-- 
manding them to ſurceaſe from theſe Superſtirious and: (dolatrous | 
Rites, which they Sacrifice to that Idol; that. beaſtly Idol, old- | 
Farher Chriſtmas, and while my Spirit: was full' of Godly Cha- | 
ftiſement, they did extinguiſh the Lights, ſurrounded and- 
hemm'd me in, and theſe Inſtruments of Satan did. buffet me even 
unto great anguith, and Iam ſore bruiſed in Body. 

Lady.. Alack good man! Oh ye Spawn-of- Belial the Fry of the 
botromleſs Pitt, how now/firrah, who, are you-in the Bumble-you: 
Buzzard? [Zo Jobſon. 

She takes the Parſon's Cane andbeats all the 
Company, Jobſon 7s ſtealing by. 
| Jobſon. 1 am an honeſt Pſalm-ſinging: Cobler, Madam ; if your 
Ladyſhip wou'd go to: Church, "you. waud hear me aboye 'emall: 
there. 
Lady. I'll try thy Voice NOW. 


[She ſtrikes himore the Pate. 
Fobſon. Nounz what-a Pox, whiat a Devil ails. you 
Lady. O Profane-Wretch, wicked Varlet: 


Noddy, Thou Son of the old Serpent, avant. thou Fr rog: of _ 
Lake of Darkneſs. 

Fobſon, Avant thou | pcomr ge Son-of a Whore of the new- 
Light. | 
Node Be gone, ne gone from within theſe Walls; 


[They juſtle one another. 

Fobſon, What will you wreflle a Fall 'with me? Come on. Take - 

that Luſty Lug you Rogue of a Saint, with a pound of Ear of each 
—_— | 


{iobledt gives: Naddy a Fall, 
and lugs him by the Ears. 
Lady. Impudent Villain; has: he nothurt the. Good man? - 


Neddy. He hath very much diſorder'd my two Ears, and bruiſed : 
me exceedingly. 


Sir Richard. You deſerve; it-for a medling Coxcomb, go to.-your- 
Beak.y ou ignorant Fop and reade, and rely. more upon good: Senke, 
and.leſs upon your new. LIU. 


: Lad)... 


A Comical Transformation. TI 
Lady. Oh wicked vile wretch, was-ever poor Lady fo miſc able 
ſo horridly miſerable -in a Brute to her Husband as I am, I that ain 
ſoPious, ſo Good and Religious a Woman ? 
. ..Noddy. She is an holy, a ſandtified Veſtel truly. | 
| [Joblon peeps in and ings. 


Fobſon He that has the beſt Wife, 
S1Ngs. She's the Burthen of, &cc. 
And ſome ten times a day hoop her Barrel. 


Lady. O Rogue, Scoundrel, Yillain. 


Sir Richard. Remember Modeſty. 
Lady. Are you gone, Strrah? I'll rout thereſt of you : Þll ſpoil 
your ſqueaking Trebble. m 
She lays about her, they all run, ſhe breaks the blind 
Fidler's iFiddle-about hes Head, 


*Fidler. O Murder, 'murder, Iatta dark man, which way ſhall 
Iget hence ?- Oh Heaven ! She has broken my Fiddle, 'and undone 
me, my Wife and Children. | 

Sir Richard. Here Poor Fellow come this way, take \ our Staff, 
there, there's 'money+to buy two ſuch Fiddles ; go, there's your 
WAY. | 

-Fidler. Heaven preſerve 'your Worſhip, bleſs you ſweet Maſter, 
here's a Change indeed, little did 1 think to live to find fuch Do- 
ings at -this Hall-Place. 

[Exit Fidler. 


Two Waſſalers come to the Door finging a Waſſal Song. 


Lady. You are very Liberal, mu!t my Eftate maintain you in 
your Profufenets? 
Sir Richard; Goup to your Cloſet, Pray and compoſe your mind. 
Lady. Oh wicked Fellow to bid me pray. 
Sir Richard, A Man cannot be complteatly cursd without a 
Wedding, but there is ſuch a thing as ſeparate maintenance and a 
Joynter-Houſe, which ſhe to m6rrow ſhall try, by the help of Hea- 
ven, I will no longer bear this — in my Houle. Here, where 
- 2 are 
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aremy Servants, what mull they be ſrighted from me 2 within 
there, Chipp, come hcre and fee who knocks there. X 
[4 kndcking at the Door. 
Lady. Within there, where are my Sluts, ye. Drabs, ye Queans : 
Lights there. [Enter Boy with Candle. ] | 
[Two Maids come ſneeking in with Candles. 


Enter Butler again. 


Butler. Sir it 154 Dodtour that lives ten mile off with his man, 
he practiſes Phyſick, and is an Aſtronomer and a Cunning-man, 
your Worſhip knows him, he can make Almanacks, and help men 
to their Goods again. 


Enter Doftor and his Man, 


Doftor. Sir Tam benighted, 'tis fo dark I cannot ſee my hand, I 
cannot poſlibly reach home, and therefore knowing the Bounty 'of 
your Worthips Hoſpitality, 1 deſire rhe favour t to be harbour'd un- 
der your Roof this night. 

Lady. Outof my houſe you lewd Conjurer, youWitch, you Ma- 

ician. 
, Noddy. Avant thou Inſtrument. of Satar, F defie thee.and all 
thy Works, thou wicked Sorcerer avant. 

Lady. If you ſtay in my houſe, you ſhall be worſe uſed here, 
than your Predeceſſour Dr. Lamb was in the City. 

Door. Here's a turn, heres a change, which it [ have any Art 
ſhe, ſhall ſmart for. 

Sir Richard. You ſee Friend the Caſe is alterd with me, I am 
not Maſter of my Houſe, but e're-ro morrow this time [1 be Mo- 
narch here : go down the Lane friend, and about half a Quarter 
of a mile off, you' ſee a Coblers houſe, ſtay there ſomelittle time, 
and I'll ſend my Man that ſhall conduct you to a Tennants houſe, 
who ſhall take care of you. 

Doftor. Thanks good Sir, Im your humble Servant, but you 
Noncon with your ſurious She Diſciple there, ſhall have ſome proofs 
of my Magick Art this Night. [Ex. Dr. and his Mas. 

Sir Richard, Come Lady you and 1 muſt have ſome Conference. 


Zadgy. 
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Lady. Yes T will have Conference and Reformation too in'this 
houſe, or elſe PII turn thee inſide outwards. . = | 

Ee He. Cs * _TEx. SirRichard and Lad). 

- - Noddy. My mind miſgiveth me, theſe Yarlets have left fome 


good thing inthe Bowl there, but hold, is it not a Waſfating Super- 
ſtitious Spice-Bowl, ler me ſee, hah! it is very coamtortable and . 
edifieth, there's a huge Ifland of Toft, Nutmeg and Sugar, I will 
attack it, «it is Chearing, I have a Paper with ſ6me Parmazan in 
my Pocker, which will eat very well with it, this is alſoa pleaſing 
Liquor, I will drink plentifully of it and car Tot exceedingly : ah 
my Sprrits are cheared as it were, and are excited unto Joy and 
Gladnels. 


Enter Butler and Cook. 


Cook. Oh that ſweet ous Lickeriſh Hypocrite who is always 
eating, and looks as if he had-never eaten. 

Butler. His meat does himſelf no more good than his DoQrine: 
does others, ftand clofe, you'l ſee him devour that Punch-Toit, 
hee'l never be contented without all in the Bowl. 

Cook, It will diſguiſe him moſt wickedly, and make him as- 
drunk as one of the Profane. | 

Noddy. It doth begin to invade my upper Region, my Pericras 
#:um doth ſeem to be ſomewhat inclined unto Giddinelſs, hah the 
Room appeareth to turn round. 

[ He hekops, belches and ſneezes, and is drunk. 

Butler. He is overtaken. 

Cook. *Tis a-very -ſeaſonable time, I'm juſt going to knock to: 
Supper, and my Lady won't eat without his Grace. 

Butler. Go quickly, he's in a ſweer Pickle for a Grace of a 
quarter of an hour long as he ufed to make 'em. 

[The Cook knocks to ſupper within, it goes up. 

Noddy. WhereamT?- am1 in the Buttery or my own Cloſet, a 
molt excellent Spice I'll promiſe you. 


Enter Jane. 


Fane. Where are you Mr. Noddy 2 Supper is on the 'Table, and 
Noddy, 


my Lady ſtays for your Grace. | 
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Noddy. ls it Supper time ſay you, now [ think of it I begin to 
be hungry. | 

. Rutler. Pray Sir make-haſt my Lady ſlays for you? 

Noddy. What is the matter with me? I think my Feet are aſteep, 
1 cannot uſe.them, my E} e&s are ſomewhat dim too, which is the 
Ma 

Putker Ay the Rogue hears my Maſter intends to turn over a 


new Leaf, and he has a mind to-wind about, but this ſhan't ſerve 
his turn, he's a Fanatick Rogue lull. 


[Noddy ftaggers, they lead him out. 


| Ex. OMe. 
"Scene the Cobler's Houſe. Nell, the Dr. and his Man. 


"Nell. Pray Sir mend your Draught if you pleaſe, you are very 


-welcome Str. 


Dof#. Thank you heartily ——_ Woman, -come ]'ll yu. You 
ſome requital, I'll tell you your fortune ? 

a Oh ! Pray do Sir, I never had my-Fortune told me in my 
Life 

DoF. Let mebehold the Lines of your Face? 

Nell. Pm afraid 'tis none of the cleaneſt Sir, I have been about 
dirry work Sir all this day. 

Dod. Come, 'tis a good Face be not aſham'd of jt, you hal 
ſhow it in greater Places ſuddenly. 

Nell. Oh dear, I Sir? I thall:be aſham'd mightily, I want Da- 
city when I come tefore great Folks. 

Dot. You mu t be contideat ,Icharge you, and fear nothing, 
there is much happineſs attends you. 

Nel Oh me, this isa rare man Heaven be thanked. 

Do. To morrow betore Sun Riſe you ſhall be the happieft 
Woman in this County. 

Nell, How, by to morrow Alack a day, how can this be? 

Do:F. No more ſhall” you be troubled with a Surly Husband, that 
ſhall Rail, call you names and ſtrap you. 

Nell. Lord how came the to know that ? he has a Familiar : in- 
deed my Husband is fomewnat rugged, and in his Cupps will beat 
me but it is not .mUci,, He's an honeit painfull Man and I let kim 
have his way, pray Sir take the tother Cup of Ale. 


Dedor, 


A. Comical T1 ransformat ion. --- Be 


' Dottor. Thank you, to morrow you ſhall be the richeſt Woman 
in the Hundred, and ride in your own Coach. | » 

Nell. O Father now you:Jeer me. 

Dottor. By JZeaven| do nor, but mark my words,. be confident 


and bear all out, or worſe will follow. 
Enter Jobſon: 


Jobſon. Where is this Queane, here Nettl, what a Pox are you” 
drunk with your Lambs-wool 2 
Nell, Oh Husband ! here's the rareſl man, he: has _ me my- 


Fortune. 
Jobſon. Pox on you, and has planted my Fortune too, a Luſty 


pair of horns upon my head, has he? 
Dottor. Thy Wife's a. vertuous Woman; and thou[l't be happy: 


Jobſon, Come out ye hang: Doggs, ye. Juglers, ye: cheating Vil-- 
layns, muſt I be Cuckolded by ſuch Rogues as .you are, Mackmas- 
* ticians and Almnack-makers ? 

Nell. Prithee peace Husband, we ſhall berich, and have a Coach. 


of our own. 
Fobſon. A Coach! a Cart, a Wheele-Barrow you Jade, . by 'th- 


mackin- She's: drunk, bloody drunk, get you to bed you Strumpet, 
*  [ZHebeats her. 


Nell. Oh mercy on us, is thisa tafle- of my good Fortune ? 
Doftor. You had better not have touch'd her you-ſurly- Rogue. 
Job/on. Out of my Houſe you Rogues, or Ill run-my Nall up to. 


the handle in your Buttocks 2 
Doftor. Farewell you Paltry Slave - 


Jobſon. Get.you out you Rogues? 


[Scene changes t0'the open Coantrey, 
[She ſputs the door and goes in,” 


| Dofler What ? "Hoh my + Sally, Nadir and Abiſhog, hob ! . 
Bute Naeep and Abiſhog fling « downs. 
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- 


Dotor. Preſto, all my Charms attend : 
'Ere this Night ſhall have an End, 
Tou ſhall this Cobler's Wife transform, 
And to the Knights the like perform ; 
This bed the Cobler's Wife Þ ll charm, 
The Knight's into the Cobler's Arm ; 
Let the Delufion be ſo ſtrong, | 
T hat none ſhall know the Right from wrong. 
The Non-con Parſon ſo affraght, 
,''1 » That be may ever Rue this Night ; 
Scare him from his Little Wits, 
| And his Hypocritick Fits. 

Nadir. y All this, this Night we will perform, 

Abithog.s JI» a Whirl-wind, in a Storm. 

* Jn Lightning and in Thunder 

Iacan, -j. : Mt 

And muſter all the Clouds 7th Sky; 

Atteud'me till the Dawn of Day, 

And then you may go ſport and play. 


| Hold , here comes Sir Richard's Man : he'll guide ys to our Lod- 

Bing, let us meer hym to Horle. [ Ex. omnes. 

Scene Str. Richard's Houſe, the Dining Room, Sir 
 Richara, Mr. Rowland, Mr. Longmore. 


Sir Richard. Well my dear Frieads, though you have-found my 
Houſe in ſome diſorder, I cannot but rejoyce to ſee you, the ſight 
of Friends will lighten great afflitions. | 


| Rowl. Some years have paſt, fince we have been merry toge- 
ther... EE AL . 
| Long. We have nor met theſe five years: Marriage, Travel, Buſt- 
neſs, and your Retirement,. Sir Richard, have thus ſeparated ys.- ; 
Sir Richard.” Us that for ſeveral years, of pleaſant Frolique 
Korn were nere gunners ch oe a | 
Rowl. I call methinks a pleaſant Seaſon back, here'sa brimmer to 
our old Acquaintance. EE EI An 
Sir Richard. About with it. = ET. Sb 


\ 


i. 


TTL} Long. 
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OG But now 'tis Jate, we keep you out of Bed ſrom your new 
ite. 

Sir Richard. A Wife! Oh Friends take warning, marry nor, I 
fay, do not marry. 

Rowl. Why 2 you have a handſome Lady and a rich one. 

Sir Richard. Oh Gentlemen, I would be glad to have the Witch 
of Endor, were ſhe alive inſtead of her; I am link'd to an Amo- 
zonian Devil, ſuch a Thaleftris, ſuch a perpetual Fixen, and a 
Shrew, ſucha Tongue, that *twould be a Bletling to be lodged in 
London, with a Silver-Smith under me, a Brazier over head, a 
Trunk-maker and a Peuterer on either ſide of we, and all of 'em 
Induitrious Rogues to boot ; a Bleſling I fay.in Compariſon of her 
continual Clamour, all thoſe Noiſes in conſort are oft and gentle 
Harmony to her one ſingle Voice. , 

Zong. Methought ſhe looked ſomewhat proudly, her Counte- 
nance between Scorn and Anger. | 

Sir Richard. She wiſh'd crooked Pins in every bit of meat you - 
eat, and Poyſon in every Glaſs of Wine you ſwallow'd. 

Rowl. Say youlo, 't.s time for us to leave you then. 

Sir Richard. No, fear not, this Night is the laſt of her ſhort Reign, 
T have ſent 4or her Father to dine with me to morrow, and alter 
dinner I will pack her away with her” ſeparate maintenance, and 
then we'll ſpend the Chri/tmas in Freedom, Mirth and Jollity, 
and I am overjoy'd you are here to be Witneſles of 'my Procee- 
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ther Brimmer to my.Deliverance;. : . - '* 
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not onely married an IndefatigableScold, "buta Phanatick. into 
bargain ; Bay, I have married her Chaplain too, who was, | take 


a Weaver,.and, ordayn'd himſelt by virtue of outward Grace and 


inward Xzavery, have a care SHI you of. 12 Bigot br Hoilow 
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Woman, for be ſhe never fo wicked, ſhe will be always fo full of 
ſpiritual Pride, She'll rhink you a Limb of Satay. 

Rowl. *Tis a ju obſervation. 

Long. And tor a Chaplain, 1 would as ſoon have a Ruftan in my 
Houſe, for he mult Govern or the Wife will Rage. 

Sir Richard. Right, Then, my Friends, I conjure ye have a care 
of ſeparate maintenance, a daman'd invention to make Whores and 
curſed Wives as bad, I wou'd not marry the Queen of Sheba were 
ſhe alive, upon thoſe Conditions. | 

Rowl. All this daily Experience tells us. 

Sir Richard. A Curſe of an Owle that muſt try and would not 
truſt Experience ; but at his own. colt another Point is, for I am 
bound in Charity to warn you, have a care of an ill born or il! 
bred Woman, there 1s as much in the Straine, as in Zforſes or 
Doges, weall take after our kind. : 

Long. You are in the Right of it, I have not heard a better 
Preaching. _ 

Sir Richard. And for breeding, though almoſt all Women are 
Fools, yet thoſe that are well bred,by the help of that will behave 
themſelves with ſome Dzſcretzon and Good manners at leaſt, and 
now in whata Caſe am I, that am under all theſe Curſes which I 
warn you from? how irkſome muſt it be to me, who with my 
firſt dear Wife, that St. in ZZeaver, had all the happineſs that man 
an Earth was capable of? 220 | | 

Rowl. *Tis hard, but like to be as ſhort. 

Sir Richard, One more to the memory of my former Wife, a 
Brimmer to help to dround- my ſorrow for this. 

Long. Let it go round : we knew her. 

Rowl, She 'delerv'd all honour. - 


Enter Lad), | 


Lady. Now ſhame upon you and your filthy: Companions, T'it 
make your Glaſſes and your Bottles fly, andthat Lewd Miniſter of 
your Debauchery, 'your Butler T{l-rout him, :for not. bringing me 
the Key of the Cellar a Raſcal.. Fi of 

| $S7r Richard Whiſtles. 
.C: 4 ter Servants. LET 


.. Rewl.. Your Pardon;we are-going.. i 
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Lady. Going? yes, to make one another drunkand ſott all Night 
. about it, ye may be aſhamed ye Beaſts, why do I call you Bealits, 
Beaſts, I ſcorn to be drunk like you. 

Sir Richard, This Gentlemen is my ſweet Lady. 

Lady. Gentlemen! your fellow Sotts, your guzling Drunkards, 
get you to bed ye Spunges ? 

Sir Richard. Light the Gentlemen, your Fires are ready, you 
ſee I am under Correion ſweet Princeſs. 


1f you in one,would ſumme up every Curſe, 
Take ſuch a Spowſe for better and for worſe. 


The End of the firſt A. 
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ACT the SECOND. 


Butler, Cook, Servingman. Diſeuis d. 


Butler. \ X ] 


ſome Tune. 

Serv. Man. Tam Bouzy and right for miſchief; let's execute our 
deſign uron Non-con. 

Butler. Haveat him, are your Jack-chanes and humming Tops 
ready ? 

Rows Man. They are, I have 'em here, he muſt be drunk with 
a Pox to him, and cou'd not fay Grace. 

Butler. A Curſe on him, he ſtagger'd againſt my Side-Table, 
and trake twenty ſhillings worth of flint Glaſſes. And though we 
all depoſed againſt his Drunkenneſs, our Pious Lady call'd us per- 
jur'd Rogues, and faid he had eaten ſome thing that did not agree 
with him. | 

Serv. Man, And when we cou'd not get him to himſelf, my 
Lady faid it was an Apoplexy. 

Cook. Ay, and made me heat a Frying-Pan red hot, to hold o- 
ver his Pate; from which ſhe had made the hair be ſhav'd off; 

Serv.Man. Nay She has imploy'd all her skill inPhyſick upon him, 
She has laid a huge Caultick-Plaiſter between his Neck and Shoul- 
ders to raiſe bliſters, which will make him roar before morning, 

Cook. His Heads all raw with the ſ{ingeing, if he had not begun 
to roar, | belive She would have Carbonado'd him, for his 4po- 
plefick Drunkennels. 

Butler. What Sport it will be when he wakes ! he'll wonder 
what the Devil they have done to him, he'll te plauguy ſore. 

Cook. Now he has almoſt {lept out his fir{t ſleep, he'll wake half 
ſober, devilifh ſick, and in paine, and 'twill be a fit time to begin 
our Per:;ecution upon lum. 


E E have had a hard Tug to give theſe Gentle- 
men's men their Belly's full. 


Cook. But at laſt we have left 'emquickly up to 
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' Butler, 1 amafraid we ſhall make him diſtracted with the Fright. 
Cook, It we make him mad he may get ſome wit by the bargain, 
he's now ſo dull a Rogue that any alteration wou'd be for the beſt. 
Butler. ' Come put on the ſhapes. 
Serv. Man. Here, the Dogs will fit me, John Cook ſhall be the 
Bear, and you ſhall repreſenc great Be/zebab himſelf. 
Butler. Agreed, hang on your Chains, liſt how the Repue 
ſnorts like a Sackbut, let's withdraw into our T\ ring-Room, and 
then Enter. 


The Scene opens and diſcovers Noddy in Bed, 
| and they Enter. 


Noddy. Mr. Chip, why Butler Chip, Tfay ſome ſmall Beer, give 
me an Ocean of ſmall Beer, I will ſwim in ſmall Beer. 

Butler. He's between ſleeping and waking, now to our Work: 

Noddy. Mercy on me where havel been > Tam all on Fire; and 
my head all burat, is the Bed or the Roonr on Fire > fire, fire, fire, 
hah Heaven what Noiſe is that ! hah it is Satan verily, what Fiends 
are thoſe in Chains > Oh Faith, Faith ! where 
art thou 2 I am frail, frail, even as one of the They ſet the hum- 
wicked. Oh! mercy, 'mercy, how, I diſſolve, ming Tops a going, 
who are ye, in the Name of Heaven 2 ſpeak, then rattle their 
what will they do 2 will they fetch me from Chains. 
hence? Oh Satan! ſweet Satan, dear Satan; 
ſpare me, thou miſlakeſt me, tempt me not, I am not Righteous, 
I am wicked, yea even as'one of the Profane: 
I am an Hypocrite truly, a zealous Hypocrite They pull all the 
verily : Oh ſpare me, oh-! oh ! ſweet Satan, Clothes off the Bed.. 
dear Satan ſpare me. [ He holds'em-with all his {trength and roars. 

[7 hey ceaſe a while. ] 

Butler, This is enough in the dark, now let him behold ye 2 

Noddy. Oh, oh, I conceivethere is a Light now 
in the Room, let me ſee it I dare open my Eyes: Ze brives in a 
Oh Heaven what Fiend is this comes to me 2 it is Light. 
like a Dog, oh ! oh! I conjurethee, Fiend! lay The Serving 
what thou art; in the-Name' of Heaven, if thou Dan inhis Dogs 
beeſt a Dog ſpeak, oh,: on, what's here a'Bear > ſhape creeps to 
avant, avant, Q' Good Satan forbear,. ol» what's zhe Bed, 

here: 
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here the Chief Devil! I dare not fee-any more, oh ſweet Belzebus, 


ſpare me, -mercy good Satan, | 


roares yet lowder, and fhrinks under the Clothes and 
- ſpeaks. 
Butler. Art thou a true ſear'd Hypocrzte ? 
Noddy. Yea Iam, I am. 
Butler. Falfſely zealous, and truly ſeditious ? 
Noddy. Oh, oh, I, I am Sir. 
Butler. Moſt immoderately given to thy Gut ? 
Noddy. Yes, yes, my great delight is in Creature comforts. 
Butler. The chief motive to thy Zeal, thoſe Creature comforts, 
thou get'(t by thy Zypocrozfee. 
Noddy. Oh, oh! yes verily. 
Butler. By this thou haſt committed Carnality with Elders 
Wives and Daughters; and haſt been much given toConcupiſcence. 
Noddy. *Tis true, moſt exceedingly. 
Butler, You.uſe not. Copulation with the wicked, for fear of 
Scandal 2 
Noddy. No, I engender onely. with the Righteous - Good Sir, 
have done, I am halt diflolv'd. | 
Butler. By this thou get'it thy ſelf made Executor and Truſtee. 
Noddy. Oh yes, it is the chief end of my Profeſſion to prey on 
Orphans. | 
Butler. Oh Rogue ! ha what, a dreadfull Thunder-Clap was that. 
[Lt Thunders and Lightens. 
Serv. Man. What a ſtorm is this ariſing. - _ 
[ Serv, and Cook come from the Bed. 
Cook. Gods body what a Clap was there, it ſhook the Houſe. 
xr Man, Come let us be gone, we have tormented him e&- 
nough. 
Cook, No, no, this ſtorm will help us better to affright him. 
Butler. The Rogue ſhall no longer: rail at auricular Comfeftor, 
who, has confeſled as he thinks to the Devil. | 
Nadir riſes with a great Thunder-Clap and Appear- 
eth to them. 
Noddy. Oh ! I am almoſt dead, ſure the Fiends are gone, and 
havs carried this end of the Building with them at that laſt Clap. 
[ He is preparing ſome. Toads ona plate. 


y he Cook lyes dawn on the Bed like a Beare, Noddy 


Butler. 
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Beutler. Come, come, .tother bout. - | 
Nadir. Ay, come, come. { Nadir Riſes. 
Cook, Hah Tom! what's this? we are four now. 
Z Serv. Man. Why Ned? we were butthree, ha ! one, two, three, 
ur 2 
Butler. Ha John! what's the meaning of this? who is this? 
Cook, Nay, what a Pox know 1 > I am ſure we were but three, 
weare increaſed one in Number, 
Ser. Foh, what a ſtink of Brimſtone's here. 
The Spirit is placing a Toad upon a plate, the 
; Spirzt goes 10 Noddy, he eats a Toad, and on his 
Fork preſents Noddy with another. 
Butler. Let me fee, what is headoing ? | 
Neddy. There is filence, now-let me peep out. Oh Heaven ! q 
Nadir. Here Parſon eat this Toad, here will you eat this Toad? 
Butler. Oh Heaven what's this! my Hair m__— to ſtand on End. 
 NNadir. Eat this Toad1 fay. 
. Neday.. Oh, no good Satay, I "Vl Toad, it istoo like Fiſh; 
and I cou'd never endure Fiſh, becauſe the Popits eat ſo much. 


Nadir. Who will eat a Toad 2 | 
2: 2. ir turns him to the C Company ps Fire flaſhes 


| ... about' him, 
Butler. 
Cook, + Oh the Devil, the Devil LT hol 
Serv. Man. 


L The rue roaring. out, ann Noddy roars, the 
cene _ _ rhe Bed.: 


| oy” Cook, Butler Serv. Man Rnaaber. 


Butler. . Help, help. 
Eook. - The Devil, the: Devil, + - 
Serv. Man. It ever I fright any Bbalyii a again, ney, I ſuffer the 


mts do; © 
£57 Enter Sir Richard with. a Candle and his © 


. Sword drawn. 


. Sir Richard 'What noiſes aretheſt y frere are Thieves in my Houſe; 
what, ho where are my Servants 2: 
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Butler. Here Sir, we are got up, there have "a molt horrible 
Diſturbances in the Parſon's Chamber, he roars like a furious Bull 
with the Dogs about-him, liſten. 

Noddy. The Devil, the Devil: Murder, help, help. 

Sir Richard. Hang him the Rogue's drunk {till, 1s it he that ns 


diſturb'd the Houſe - 


Nodd y comes running in 4 roaring with a 


Blanket about him. 


 Noddy. Oh the Devil, the Devil, avoid thou Tempter. 


Enter baſil Rowland and Longmore, with their 
Swords drawn with a light. 


Rowl, What is the matter here ? 
Long. Oh Sir Richard, we have been ſo diſturb'd with. Noiſes, 


we thought fome Rogues hadgot into your Houſe, and Were com- 
mitting a Robbery. 

Sir Richard. It's nothing but a Drunken Zealot that has been 
troubleſome 1n his Cupps, and he has diſturb'd the Houle. 

Neddy. Drunk! I defy thee and all:thy works. 

Long. Va, what Apparition ts that ? EF ood 

Butler. Apparition,: where, wherd 2: oft AN 

Sir Richard. I ſhall ſoon make your as Ta vanid. 
 Noddy. Thaveſcena Vigon this Naght.. - . 

Sir Richard Whak,of Male. and.;Hops, .Pungch and Stratsbury 
Brandy, or a Fools-hcad in a ENG: Blaſs ? take him and lock 
him inro his Chambers? vill, nity on - Gin 

Noddy. Oh for Heaven's fake ! tis Yauned with Devils, I have 
been tormented all Night : They have laid a.-Phiſter'*of . .mekted 
Brimſione upon my Shoulders, and ſihged:my: Head with fulphu- 
rows Flames, vehithe Devikitlt Dewk* url | $9VD jj: ar px, 

[They harry him off, and hook. him. AP. 

Sir Richard... ou Gall diflurbilſ Hbuje noxnoregTo Night : Gen- 
tlemen, I am ſorry that this Phanatxk Preacher ſhoud diilurb 
Y Ou, he was drunk laſt Night and tancies he's haunted with Devils, 
he 's nothing Lut frighted wah 4he ERNBEEr, akin peri this 
time of re Winter. & 220689532 vim ge only cl 
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Rowl. Which has been the ſtrangeſt I ever heard, I thought the 
Houſe had fallen down, or at leaſt part of ir. = 

Long. Such Thunder in this Winter Seaſon is prodigious, me- 
thinks it ſhou'd fright the Women our of their Wits. : 

Sir Richard. 1 cou'd not wake my ſweet Lady, She lay asif She 
weredead, I believe it is her property to be ſilent in a {liorm, and 
ever tempeſtuous in a Calm. '' - 

Sir Richard. See what's a Clock by the Pendulum. 

- | [Ex. Serv. and re-enters. 

Serv. 'Tis within leſs than half an hour of five. - 

Rowl. *Tis almoſt time to think of hunting: you told us we 
ſhould ſee your Harriers run. 

Sir Richard. Let's to our Chambers and reſt an hour or two ; 
we have Game jult by. 

Loxg. With all our Hearts. 

Sir Richard. Bid the Grooms be ready, Butler, Do you call us ; 
and Cook be ready with a Breakfaſt, come Gentlemen our way is 
the ſame. | [Ex. omnes. 


Enter Nadir and Abiſhog. 


Nadir. Well met, 'tis time we now be gone, 
| Already all our Work is done ; 

The Transformation's wrought ſo ſure, 

The Doftour's time it ſhall endure. © 

The Lady's in the Cobler's Hutt, 

The Cobler's Wife to'th Knight is put ; 

And we defie the ſharpeſt Sight, 

E're to diſtinguiſh which is Right. 
{They fink down. 


Scene the Coblers Houſe, Jobſon in his 
Stall, his Bed in fight of it. 


Jobſon. What has the Devil been abroadto Night? I never heard 
ſuch Thunder-Claps and ſuch a Storm, I thought my little Houle 
wou'd have flown away. But now all isclear, and 'tis a fine Star- 
4s Morning. Come Ill to work: Winters Thunder is Summers 
wonder. 
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In Bath a wanton Wife did dwell. 
As Chaucer he did write s 
Who wantonly did” ſpend her Days 

In many a fond Delight. _ 
Upon a time ſore Sick ſhe was, 
. And at the length did Dye: 
- Her Soul at laft at Heavens Gate 
Did knock, moſt mightily, 


Then down came Adam to the Gate, 

Who knocketh there quoth he ? - 
Tam the Wife of Bath ſhe ſaid, 

IWho fain wou d come to thee. 
Thou art a Sinner Adam ſaid, 

And here no place can ft have : 
Alack for you good Sir ſhe ſaid, 

Go Gipp you doating Knave, 


Lady. How now? what impudent Ballad-ſinging Rogue's that, 
that _ wake me. out of. my ſleep? I'll have thee flead thou 
Raſcall. 6 45 


Fobſon. Why 2 what a Pox, doesthis Jade talk in he-ſleep, or is 
the drunk (till. 


- 


- [ He fiugs on.. 
I will come It int ſpite, ſhe ſaid. 
Of all ſuch Churls-as thee : 
Thau art the cauſe of all our Pain, 
Qur Woe and Miſery. | 
Thou | 


_ Thou firſt brokeſt the Commandements, + 
Tn pleaſure of thy Wife. | 
When Adam heard her tell this Tale, 
Fe ran away for Life. | 


Lady. Why Villain, Raſcall, Screech-Owle; a worſe Noiſe than a 
Dog hung in the Pales, or a Hog ina great Wind. Here where are 
my Servants? come and hamſtring the Rogue. [She knocks. 
. FJobſon. Why, how now you ſaucy Jade, you confounded Quean, 
. you muſt be drunk with Conjurers, you ſhall have mony ſor 
Lambs-wool, you whoreſon Drab. £ ; | 
. Lady. Death! what Dog is this 2 where's my Bell ? I can't find 
it toring, where's my Servants ? Fl] toſs the Dag in a Blanket, . 

 Fobſon. She is aſleep ſure, and all. this .is.a Dream ; the Conjyrer 
told her ſhe ſhou'd keep a Coach, and ſhe is dreaming of her\Equi- 
page, ha! ha !. 20T | [ He fings,0u. 
| Lady. Why Husband, Sir Richard do you hear this Infolence ? 

Fobſon, Husband ! Sir Richard | what a Pox has ſhe Knighted 
me ? my Name is Zeke! too,here's a jelt indeed 1 | | 

Lady. Hah he's gone, he's not ith Bed, Oh Heaven! where am 
I 2 'foh, what ſavour is this an my Noſtrils! here are ſinking Le- 
ther Breeches, and a Lether Apron, here are Canvas Sheets and fil- 
thy ragged Curtins, - a Beaſtly RugiandFlock-Bed : am I awake? 
or is all this Dream? what Rogue is that ? Sirrah! where am I? 
who brought methithere Rogue | what Raſcall are you ? 

Fobſon, This 15 moſt amazing, I never heard ſuch words from 
her, fo God fave me, if I take my ſtrap, I'll make you know your 
Husband, and teach you. a little better manners, you ſaucy Drab. 

Lady. Oh aſtoniſhing impudence! you my Husband ! II have 
you hang'd you Rogue, 'ma'Lady tirrah,' let me know who gave 
me a ſleeping Potion, and convey'd me hither. 

Fobſon. A Sleeping Potion, a Pox on you, you drunken Jade, you 
had a ſleeping Potion, has not your Lambs-wool done working 
yet? OIL 2 
; ; : EE / F'1 
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Lady. Wheream I? where has my damn'd villanous Husband 
put me? why, Jave, Letfis, whereare my Qneans? | 

Fobſon. Na, ha, ha, what does ſhe call her Maids? the Conjurers 
have not onely made her drunk, but mad too. 

Lady. Ne talks of Conjurers, ſure I am bewitch'd, ha! what 
Cloaths are here? here's a Linſey-woolſey Gown, a Callicoe Hood, 
and a Red-Bays Petticoat, and Slioes with' Hobnails, I'm remoy'd 
out of my. ou n Houſe by Witchcraſt, what ſhall I do, or what 
will become of me? . 

Fobſon. Heark the Hunters and the merry Horns abroad, why 
Nell you lazy Jade! 'tis Break of Day, come to work, come, come 
and ſpin you Drab, or Ill ſwinge your lazy Hide for you ; Pox on 

ou mult I be working two hours before you in a Morning ? : 

Lady, Why Sirrah, you impudent Villain, do you know me 2 

Fobſon. Know you, yes, and will make you know me before l 
have done with you. 

Lady. 1 am Sir Richard Lovemore'sLady,: how came I here 

Tobſon. Sir Richard Lovemore's Lady, no not ſo bad yet, She's 
a damn'd ſtingy Phanatick Whore, and plagues every one that 
comes near her, tne whole Country curſes her. | 

[She flings Bed-ſtaffs and Lumber at his Head. 

Lady. Nay then I'll hold no longer, you Rogue, you inſolent 
Villain have at you. Ei.) 

Tobſon. This is more than ere I ſaw by her, She's mad ſure, 1 
never had an ill word from her before, come Strap Fl] try your 
metrle; Fil fetch you out of your Drunken Fitts you maukin, 
come, come on Huſfwife. | | | 

[He ſtraps her, ſhe flys at his throat, they fight. 

Lady. Oh murder, murder ! I'll pull your throat out,. I'll tear 
your Eyes out, I'ma Lady ſirrah, Sir Richard Lovemore will 
hang you for this. | [They fight and ſhe crys out. 


Enter a Countryman. 


Countryman, Why Neighbour Job/or, what is the matter ? I was 
going to fodder my Cattle, and hear murder:cry'd there. 
Lady. Oh Fellow, do you know Sir Richard Lovemore > 
_ Countrym., Ay marry do I well enough, he's my Landlord, he's 
as honeſt a Gentleman as any is in fourty nule & his head. 
Jobſor. 


4 
; 
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Fobſon. Prithee Neighbour don't mind her, She was drunk yel- 

terday with Conjurers,She's mad ftil,and I can 't get her up to her 
Spinning-work. 

Lady. Oh help me, I'm Sir Richard Lovemore's Lacy, convey'd 

hither I know not how, to be tormented and lamed by this out-. 


ragious Villain. 

Fob/on. Did not I tell youſhe was mad, come out you Jade, 1 oh 
ſetch you to your Spindle. 

Countrym, Hold y ou Neighbour, this is a pretty Whirlegig? I 
know my Lady right well and Goody Fobſox too, ah Goody Fobſon 


I'm ſorry to ſcethis, youare mad indeed, my Lady Qaa the. 
[ He takes the Candle and looks on her. 


Job/on, Whata Pox, do you think I don't know my own Wite ? 


that mole under her left Eye? 
Countrym. A Lady? no Neighbour Johor, thou'rt ten times a bet- 
ter Woman no Diſpraiſe to her, She's the hearteats Jade that e're 


came 1th Pariſh, the whole Country curſes her. 

Lady. Oh he has bruiſed me, and lamed me, and 1 amalmoſt 
dead with the ſtench of this filthy place, either I am removed by 
Enchantment, or they have given me Opium, and in a dead fleep 
they have brought me hither, are you in earneſt 2 look on me, do 
you not know my Lady Lovemore 2 III give you a hundred pound 


and carry me home. 
[They both laugh. 


Jobſon, Why you mad Beaſt, you my Lady Fade pes 2 A Pox 
on her, I know her well enough, ſhe gave me threeor four damn'd 


Blows of the Pate laſt Night, in her own Houſe. 
Lady. I did ſo, I remember you. now, I did give you thoſe 


Blowso on the Pate, in my Houſe la!t Night. 
[ Jobſon fleps out. 


Countrym. Why Goody Fobſon, why do you think I'm blind? I 
do not know my Lady 2 a plaguy Quean, why all the Countrey 


rings of her. 
She falls upon the Countrey Fellow, ' and beats hin 


out of Doors, he runs out crying help, help. 


Lady. This is a Conſpiracy of Rogues. 
pros. Help, help, if She be not my Lady, ſhe has learnt of 


my Lady. 
ng Ex. Countryman. 


Lady. 
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Lady. Is this the Rogue my Husbands revenge upon me? here's 


Clothes, here's filthy Rags; oh foh ! oh miſerable Woman! Iſhall 
be deliver'd and make 'em rue for it. 


Enter Jobſon with a Rock and Spindle. 


Jobſon. Come, come you Quean, Tl! make you leave your fool- 
ing, come to your Spindle, or elſe Ill lamb your Hide, you were 
ne'relamb'd ſo ſince you were an Inch long. Take it up you Jade. 


[She flings it down, he ſtraps her. 


Lady. Hold, hold, what ſhall I do 2 I can't ſpin: 


Fobſon. Oh ! I thought I ſhould bring you to your ſelf to work, 


Fll into my Stall, 'tis broad day now, why, when you awkard 
Jade? I think her Brains are turn'd, She has forgot to ſpin. 
— [He fings and ſtitches. 
Lady. I know this place, T'll try my Feet, Tl run into the 
| Town, ſome body will ſuccour me there ſure. 


[She runs out, he follows her. 
Fobſon. What does'the Jade run for't 2 I'll after her. 


The Scene changes to Sir Richard Lovemore's Houſe, 
the Bed-Chamber, Nell, Jobſon in Bed. 


Nell. What Heavenly dreams I have had this Night? me- 
thought I was in Paradiſe, upon.a Bed of Roſes, and oof Violets, 
and the ſweeteſt Husband by my ſide ; ſure it was a Dream, Ha ! 
where am Inow? bleſs us ! what ſweets are theſe about me? no 
Garden in the Spring canequal them, not Buds of Roſes with ' the 
Dew upon them, am I upon a Bed? the Sheets are Sarcenet 
ſure; no Linnen ever was fo fine, what a gay i|ken Robe have l 
gotten 2 Oh Heaven 1 dream! Tdream nothing but Point and Lace, 
and Gold, and Fringe. Oh let me never wake! nothing but Gold, 
fine Works and Carving: oh Father what a Glais is there ! there's 
a ſumptuous Carpet upon the Table and ſilver Plate, ſure Idy'd 
tonight in my fleep, and am goneto Heaven and this is it! 

| | Enter 
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Enter Jane. 


Fave, Now mutt I go to be call'd Whore or Jade, and fifty 0- 
ther Names, I muſt wake an alarm that will not lye itill till Mid- 
night at the ſooneit, Madam. Madam. 

[She goes ſueeking towards the Bed. 

Nell. Lord who is this, what fayit thou ſweet Heart ? 


ane. Sweet heart, O Lord Sweet heart ! the beſt Names I have _ 


had theſe twelve Months from her, have been Whore or Jade: Ma- 
dam, what Gown and what Rutiles, will your Lady thip pleaſe to 
weare to Day ? 

Nell. Oh Lord what does ſhemean? Ladyſhip,Gown and Ruſfles, 
fure I am awake now, I remember the Cunningman ! 

Fane. Say you Madam ? | 

Nell. The ſame I' did yeſterday Child. 

Fane. Mercy upon me! Child / here's a Miracle / 


Eater Maid Jneeking. 


Maid. Is my Lady awake, and have you had e're a ſlipper or a 
ſhoe flung at your Head yet > 

Fane. Oh no, I am overjoy'd, ſhe's in the kindeſt humour, no- 
thing but Love and Sweetneſs, go to the Bed and ſpeak to her now, 
now 1s your time. 

Maid. Nou laugh at me, now is your time ſays ſhe, what to 
have an Eye beaten out or another Tooth ? Madam. [Softly. 

Nell. What ſay'{t thou Girl? Father, what wou'd ſhe have 2 

Maid. What work will your Ladyſhip have me doto day 2 ſhall 
I work Plain-work, or goon my Parchment ? 
Nel. Work fay'{t thou, why 2 'tis holiday Child, no work to 
Dey... = 

Raid Oh mercy, am I or ſhe awake / or do we both dream? 

Fane. Did not I tell you 2 | 

Maid. Here's 2 bleſt Change / 

Fane, If it continues we are all made, we ſhall be a happy Fa- 
mily. 

Nell. Who's that 2. 


Enter. 
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cs ps 


Enter Footboy with Billets. 


 Footboy. Now ſhall I be condemn'd to the, Dog-whip, inſtead of 
a Breakfail. 
Fane, Some Billets for your Ladiſhips fire 2 
Nell. That's a good Boy. 
Footboy. OLo:d / O Lord, is that my Lady 2 
'. - [ He runs out jumping. 
Jane. Go Sir, ſhe's in rare humour. - 
Nell. Prithee Sweetheart give me my things, [I'll riſe, I can't a- 
bide to lie in Bed. 
Jane. Have I my ſences or not, Good Lack > 
NeZ. This Cunning-man isa rare Man : he ſaid I muſt bear it 


out, I'm' amazed 2 I know not what to doe. 


[ Jane gives her a Rich Morning Gown. 
Jane. Here's your Ladiſhips Morning Gown. | 
Nel. Where are my Eyes? they are Dazled, this is a Robe fit 


for an Angel to wear. Bleſs me, I ſhall not know my ſelf. ( 4fide.) 


[She riſes from her Bed. 
Maid. Your Ladiſhips Chocolate's ready. 
Nel. Mercy on me what's that 2? 'tis ſome Garment ſure ! well 
put it on then Sweetheart. | 
Maid. Put it on Madam, I have taken it off, *tisready to Drink. 
Nel. Drink fay's ſhe, I mean, put it by,I don't care for Drinking, 


Enter Footboy and Cook. 


Cook. Now po I like a Beare to the ſtake, to know what her 


'Scurvy Ladiſhip will have for Breakfaſt, how many Raſcally 


names ſhall ] be call'd ! | 

 Footboy. You are miſtaken, there never wasſuch a change, ſhe's 
nothing but Goodneſs, you'l be overjoy'd to hear her. 

Cock. You arch Dog ! Fll lug you by the Ears Sirrah, if you 
play the Rogue with me. 

[Ex. Footboy. 

Maid. Oh ! Fohn Cook you'l be out of your wits to ſee this 
change, oh ! the's the ſweetelt Lady. | | 

Cook. Wuat the Devil are they all mad ! 


Fane 
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I cou'd leap out of my Skin. 


m—— 


A' Comical Transformation. - IF 
Jane. Madam, here's the Cook come to know what your La- 
diſhip will pleaſe to have for Breakfall. 
| Nell. Oh Lord there's a fine Cook: He looks like ane of your 
Gentletolks. (Afide.) I am very hungry indeed, honeſl Man, 
pray get me a Raſhar upon the Coals and a peice of one Milk 
Cheeſe, and ſome White-bread. 
Jane. Here's Humility / what a Converſion's here 2 | 
Cook, Hey what's to doe here! what the Devil's the matter ! my 
Head turns round : where am I > honeſt Man ! 1 look'd for Rogue 
or Raſcal at the belt. 
Fane, Oh Madam that will lye heavy upon your Ladiſhip's Sto- 
mach : hee'l get you ſome rare dainty Diſh immediately. 
Nell. Doe then e'ne what twoo't good Mr. Cook. 
Cook. Good Lord! good Mr.Cook! Ohcis adweet Lady. [ 4fide: 
And by my troth I will Madam preſently. I'm overjoy'd! methinks 


[Enter the Butler. 
Chip, kiſs me, prithee kiſs me fay: I'm out of my Wits. We have 
the rareſt Lady, the ſweeteſt Lady-that ever Men ſerv'd : go and 
be aſtoniſht as I am. | 
Butler. You ſhamming Rogue, I think you are out of your 
Wits indeed ; what the Devil do's he mean 2 the Maid looks mer- 
rily too, F : 
one, Chip the Butler is come Madam to know what your La- 
diſhip will pleaſe to drink : Come near Mr. Chip. You'l be — 
| Aftde. 
Nell. Good Mr. Chip, let me have ſome good Small Beer when 
my Breakfaſt comes up. - 1 ; 4 
Butler. Mr. Chip. Mr. Chip /' I ſhall:'be-turn'd into a Stone: 
with amazement. Madam, wou'd' not your Ladiſhip' pleafe' to 
have a Glaſs of Frontinuque or Lachrime ? 
Nell. Oh me, what hard Names are theſe! I muſt not: betra 
my ſelf. [Afde.} Yes if you will Mr. Butler. : 
Butler. ven and Earth, I'm 'amazd// here will be Joy / go. 
get you in and be happy as I am. - Joy, Joy. [ Ex. Butler, 


Enter C oachman, 


Coachm. The Cook has been bantring I do know not how long 
Do the Butler banter too? F LS, 
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Fane. Madam the Coachman is at the Door, 


Enter Coachman. 


Nel]. Come in ls Coachman. 

Coachm. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to take the Air to o day 2 if lo, 
which will you havethe Coach or the Chariot ? 

Nell. Thank you, which you think convenient. 

Coachm. O Heaven! the Sky will fall, what's this? 

[ He goes out ſmiling, 

Net. Sure T cannot be awake, how overjoy 'd they all ſeem to 
wait on me, Oh notable Cunning man, I'm the happieſt Woman, 
I grow giddy with my happineſs, Ill retire and give Heaven thanks 
tor this, ( a/tde.) whereis the Common-prayer Book ? 

Fane. Common-Prayer Book / here's a turn, what. will Nox-cox 
fay 2 your Ladyſhip has none, but here's my Maſter's. A 
[She takes it. . Exeunt. 


Nell. Thank you Sweet hearr. 
Enter Sir Richard and his two Friends from hunting. 


Sir Richard. How do you like this Gentlemen we have hada 
ſmart turn or two. 
[ Al] the Servants flock about him. 
Rowl. I never follow'd fleeter Dogs that had any Noſes. 
Long. 1 hate your meer fleet Hounds, that kill preſently i in view, 


it i9as bad as courſing, 

Sir Richard. Methinks there's Pleaſure to ſee 'em hit it off at a. 
fault, aswellas there is in a hard riding. 

Long. And to ſee the Doubles, and Shifts an old Hare will make 
for her Life, faith beyond a Fox. 

Sir Richard. I ſpare my Horſes to day which made me come home 
fo ſoon, but to morrow you ſhall try my F ox-hounds, and then 
Gentlemen I will lead you a dance. 

. Butler. Sir, here's the rareſt News. 

Fane. There never was the like, Sir you'l be overjoy'd and a- 


mazed. 
Sir Richard. What are ye mad? what's the matter with you? 


Entere 


A Comical T1 ransformation. 


- . 


Enter the c ls and three” or fous Servants 
: more jumping in. 


Coachm. How now 2 what's the matter> here's a new Face in 
my Family, whatall joy and mirth, what does It mean, or is it 4 


Chriſtmaſs Gambal 2 
Butler, Oh Sir the Family is turn'd topſic turvy, we are almoſt 


diſtracted, we are the happieſt People. 
Jane. I cannot contain my ſelf, my Lady, Sir my Lady. 
Sir Richard. what is ſhedead? 
Butler, Dead! no Heaven forfend, ſhe's the beſt Lady, the ſwe- 


teſt Lady. 
Fane. Oh the deareſt, kindeſt Lady, you are the happieſt man 


_. Sir living. 


Butler. Never was ſuch a change, ſuch a RY why, all the 
Houſe will lay down their Lives for her. 


Fane, She has oblig'd us all the kindlieſt and the ſweetlieſt, we'll 


| liveand dye with her. 


All the Servants Q Ay, all, all of us, Jong live her Lad ſhip, 
Speak together. | FH God bleſs: her Lad yſlup. 


Maid. Oh She's the beſt Lady in the World, I cou'd kiſs the 


Ground ſhe goes on. 
Butler. I cou'd lick the Dirt of her Shoes, ſhe's the ſweeteſt, gent- 


lieſt naturd Lady breathing, 
Sir Richard. Why? give me Breath a little, what do you mean ? 
Butler. "Tis true, 'tis true Sir, go into her your ſelf, and be 
witneſs of her ſtrange change, none but Heaven cou'd work ſuch a 


* miracle. 


Sir Richard. This is moſt aſtoniſhing, Gentlemen you ſee how I 
am ſurprized, if you pleaſe to dreſs, Ill in and ſee the meaning of 


this Wonder, I'm impatient till I go 1n. 
ane. Sir you may put off your Boots and dreſs firſt, She's at 


Prayers with the Common-Prayer Book in her Cloſet, and will be 
private for half an hour. 


+F 2 Sir 
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Sir Richard. How, Common-Prayer Book ? new dot ! what 
miraculous Power has been here at work ? my.F 'riends, if this be 
11181 18 true I ſhall rejoyce indeed. 

"AW! Butler. True, ay 'tis true enough, long live Sir Richard and his 
111 118; Lady, Heaven bleſs'em both, Huzah, Huzah.. 


ll ih | | [Ex. omnes. : 
't ? : ; . p r . , 


The End of the ſecond AF. 
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ACT rhe THIRD 
Nell and Jane. 


ELL Iwell lay the Cunning g-man warned rye bear 
all out with Confidence, or worſe faid ar Sew! an 
alhamed-and know hot what to doe with-all: this .C miby y '# am 
amazed, - and out of my: Senſes; 1 Tovk'd ith Oh ina W at 
fine thing I knew nor, methought my Face was nor at all like Kip | 
I have ſ&n at Home, m a peice of s Looking Glaſs faſted upon: 
the Cupboard. But great Ladies they fay have-flartering Glaſles,. 
that ſhow them far unlike themſelves, whilft Poor-folks Glaſſes. 
ſhow e'm asithey are. ' 


Enter Sir Richard: 


th Oh Madan; Here's my- Maſter noi returnd from-Huns 
tin | 
"Ne. Oh Heaven! this gvodly Gentleman my Husbang > © 
- Sir. Richard; My Dear; I am extreamly Ls to ſee my Fa- 
mily thus transform'd to all the joy imaginable, whiclt as they tell 
me, you have created in them... -: 

"Nell. Sir I ſhall be always overjoy'd, at what gives you delight, 
and ſhall be ever glad, if 1canpleaſe your Family. 

Sir. Richard, Oh-Divine Softneſs! this Gentleneſs of thine tran- 
ſports me. 

Nell:. Alas Sir what am T2? Tamaſhimetiof myo owh'meanneſs, I 
ſhall berglad to bea Fellow Servant hire,' ybuidte Ford of all Sir. 

Sir R:chard.. Dear »Creature, . if thou continueſt thus, Thad ra-- 
ther be Lord of thee than of the Þrdies. ' © 

Nell. You make me Bluſh Sir ;. I hope F ſhall have Grace nevet 
to be ottierwiſe. ' | 

Sir Richard, Lam aſtoniſh'd, can this be* Rekf WE 
[She loch : 

Nell. 


* "7 . 


4 
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Nell. Aﬀlll that's good above can witneſs for me: I am in earneſt. 
P Sir Richard. Rite ſweeteſt Creature, what has wrought this ad- 
mirable change 2 
Nell. Alas! I never did offend you nor any of them. 
Sir Richard. [ Afide.} Whar does fhe'mean 2 T have not known a 
Calm within my Houſe theſe ſix Weeks: but Yeſternight you 
triumpl'd over me, and all my Family, : was not that offence ? 
Nell. It was not I; Lſure was not my ſelf then, indeed, I find 
my ſelf ſo much changed, I ſcarce know whol am 2 
Sir Richard. It is a bleſſed change. - 
Nell. Tt is fo, 1 haverhar pleaſe in my. mind ; than every mk 
1 ſce.raviſhes. e, with: joy, ſwoch.a Gycet Houſe, ſuch brave Furni- 
ture, ſuch as loving. Servants, and ſo noble; ſo ſweet a Lord and 
Maſler : Oh. Father ! I know, not where I am: methinks ! 
* Sir Richard, Heaven be thanked for this : Iwor'd not loſe this 
Dear, this. Bleſſed Creatyre,: for- all ; the Wealth and Power tha 
King's,can GalTal!: {4 oo ylotn ods 920i 61 TEE Wc: 
Nell. *Tis ſure Ry s doing : dt can: never So cbs 
L| | mind, tis wondrous that I ever had methinks. 
| | Sir Richard. And IT am confirm'd : Joy+! Joy! Oh heart make 
| room for Joy ! it willoverwhelm you elſe, upon my knees I kiſs 


ok dear, dear hand, ;, Tho art ſorar6.a-Qreatute, I ſhall worthip f 
t 


Nell. Nay hold Sir | pray. Sir !- what doe you doe 2 Tindeed you 
make me cry, I amo aſhamed, oh F ather! ſo brave a Gentleman 
to kneel to me? 'tis My duty to-doe thar. - 

* Sir Richard, Hold heart, I fay contain: thy ſel; whine are my 

Friends, my Servants, , @all mall, and = c'm be witneſſes of my 
happineſs. © int bns 

: "7g O Lord ! how ſhallI baheve my fel before theſe Gentle 
olks 

Sir Richard, And wilt, thou. never. chide; nor quarrel wich me 
more, and ſhow thy, tury amongſt my Sertlatits2s! 02 13)! 290 166M 

| Nell. I'll cut my. Tongue our firſt, .oh Lord Fxhidet-'\- _—_ 

Sir Richard, T have One - thing more, 'wilt thou: 'g0 to > Charch 
with. me, and leave the; ſaiveling Conventicle 245m 1 4 wb 
* Nell. Ves ſurely Sir, TH do what ere you pleaſe, Ti es 


thing to doe with. \Fagatinhs, they, area) Makbchotwalh anhdi- 
tion ag People. 


Sir Ri- 


#5C omi cal. T1 rahsformation. ; 


Sir Richard. Sure t'was an Angel ſpoke in thee, thou art the 
beſt of all thy Sex, I hope: thou art convinc'd that the Phanatick 
Chaplain was drunk laſt night'; -woud'ſt thou let me diſcard him, 
there wants nothing then tacompleat myihappineſs.' 

Ne/. Yes, Heaven: forbid elſe : what ſhall I difobey my Lerd 
and Maſter 2 | - te a 

Sir Richard. Let me embrace my Dear, my Love, and prithee 
ſeal this promiſe with a kiſs. - 113888] 

NeZ. Oh rare ſweet. man! he ſmells all over like a Notcgay, 
Heaven preſerve my wits. (A4/ide.) 


Enter Rowland, Longmore, and all the Servants. 


Sir Richard. Gentlemen, behold this day, here ſtands the hap- 
flie.:t man that the ſun ſhines'on, I am'tranſported beyond my ſen- 
fes : I hear proclaim a Jubile to allmy Family theſe three months : 
Summon in all the Countrey, [1 keep open houſe, ſend tor my 
Fidlers, Hoboys, Trumpets, and all Inſtruments of joy : let all the 
Bells in the Hundred Ring, let the Seeples Rock, and. let the Ring-. 
ers Drink enough : here ſtands the beſt of Women and ot Wives, 
the kindeſt and the gentleſt Miſtreſs ro-her Servants : and fhe that 
has given me all this happineſs... | 

Nell. Lord Sir, you put me out of countenance, I bluſh, I'm 
ſorry that I ever angred any of you, indeed ill do you all the good 
I can, Iſhou'd be to blame elſe. 

All the bleſs my Lady, long live her Ladiſhip, we'lt 


vantscry. live and dye with her. 
Sir Richard, My Dear youdid aftront theſe Gentlemen laſt night, 
ſpeak to e'm. 


Nell. Tndeed, I was not my ſelf, im ſorry that I was uncivil, 
I hope in time to mend. : 

Rowl. We are your Ladiſhips humble Servants, and largely 
muſt partake ofthe great joy, which now poſſeſſes all the Family. 

Longm. Joy, Joy, to bath the Bridegroom and the Bride ; tis 
a new pwn | | 

Sir. Richard. 


'Tis true; ſome" three months ſince, I did eſpouſe 


her Body, this day Im married to her mind, this is a perfe&t Wed- 
ding : go ſend for all my Tenants, there ſhall be nought but Feaſts 


and Revels here. 


Nell. 
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| Nell. This will be a 'brave time,” how-I hall joy ro. ſee it. 

| [4 flonrifh of Mufitk; Without enter Servingmay. 

Serv. Man. Your Fidlers were going by, having-heard'thar my 
Lady wou'd not allow of Muſick, but | calfd &m in. 7 
Sir Richard. You did well ; my Dear, do. you not love Muſick ? 

Nell. Oh! I love nothing better. | 

Sir Richard. That's my joy, my life ; call in my Muſick: Gen- 

- tlemen, i'll make em ſing a very unfaſhionable ſong to you, 1n-the 
praiſe of marriage, a peice ofmy own Poetry in my laſt Wiv#srime. 

| | ' [They come in and fing the Song. 


Let the vain Spark conſume his ſtore, 
Tn keeping an expenfrve Whore, 
for others to employ. © 


For all thoſe ſnares, and baits he pays, 
Which ſhe for other Gallants lays, 


And he muſt leaſt enjoy. 


Keep Whores then. as perfumes you wear ; 

Of which your ſelves have the-leaſt ſhare : 
Of other:s claps partake. 

Tour Bodies bring to'th. Surgeons hands, 

And to the Scriveners all your Lands : 
And gyve her. your laſt Stake. 


Ti hile with reaſon we Bleſs the Fate, 
T hat brings us to the Marriage State, | 
; The only. happy Life. 
The chief enjoyment in a King, | 
No Wealth, no Power, ſuch joy can bring ; | 
- As does a Wife, atender Wife. 


There can be no true. Frieud befide, | 
So oft-does intereſt dovide-; 
But they are ſo conjoyn'd. > : 
By this moſt Sacred Rite are. grown, 
That they are not one fleſh alone, 
But they are both, one Mind. | 


Butler. 


A_ Comical Transformation. 4ar 


Butler. Sir, "here: are ſome Countrey Neighbours — of 
the happy converſion, deſire to dance before you. G 


Sir K:ehard. Let theni come in. | 
{They Dance. 


Enter Noddy wropt up in his Night Cap. 


Noddy. What meaneth this lewd noiſe ; this molt prophane a- 
bominable Jigging 2 Lady I muſt rebuke thee, in pure zeal, I muſt 
rebuke thee, I cannot bear it. , 

Sir Richard. Thou infolent fool be filent, I will have no Phana- 
ticks, no Law-Breakers within my Walls, eſpecially no Hypocriges, 
you were drunk laſt night you Swine. 

Neddy. Idefie thy words, it was a fit, I was taken with a fit, a 
gretvous fit: Lady, what ſay you, are you become like one of the 
wicked ones? 

Ne#. 1 will obey-my Lord and Maſter, his will is mine. 

Sir Richard. Retire to your Chamber, you ſhall not be ſeen this 
day, to morrow I will rell you more of my mind. 

Noddy. What's this, ſhe is not as ſhe was ; Jampridem muliert 
ne credas ne mortuz quidem [-may not go, L will not retire, my 
, Zeal telleth me, 1 muſt rebuke thee, and I will thunder in thine 
Ears. | 

Sir Richard. Turn him our. 

Neddy. 1 may not go, I fay I will not retire, my Zeal tranſpor- 


teth me, I am become furious, 
[They thruſt him out. 


Enter my Ladies Father. 


Sir Richard. Father you are welcome, doubly welcome ; I ſent 
for you upon another occaſion than I now find : Heaven has or- 
dered things another way, we are all tranſported with exceſs of 


ſoy, my Dear-ſfalute you ' Father. 
Nel]. Good Heaven! my Father ; what means this ſure 2 I ſhall 


be diftrated, but I mult bear it our. (Afide.) 
She / to ask Bleſſing. 


Father. What meaneth this, 'tis ſuperſtitious, and favours of 1- 
dolatry ? TE 
G Sir Re. 


Sir Richard: 'Tis nothing burcther great Humiliry.... . 
Fatber. I like it'not.- 15:29 59657: 0791ob Rout nnG?2 v gUSn 007 
| .*.. 2:7: FT FbeCaokiknocks to Dinner. 
NeJ. I ſhall endeavour then to pleaſe you Sir. 
Father, "Tis well, Il am glad to ſee you and my Son-in-Law 
well; but what's the cauſe ot this unwonted joy.-of this tranſport ? 
Sir Richard, The Cook has knocked to Dinner : let's in, yotr 
there ſhall have a'full accoum,' and be a joyful witneſs of our Hap- 
pinels. | Sago: 4 | | [Ex. omnes, 


"S Scene Changes. t0 J obſon's Houſe. 2 


Eady. Was ever Woman yet ſo miſerable/ > I cannot make one 
in the Village yer acknowledge me,. they ſure are all of the Con- 
ſpiracy, this wicked Husband of mine has laid a Develith Plot a» 
gainſt me, I for the preſent muſt ſubmit char F may ger-an oppor- 
- tunity into: my hands for my'Defign, 'here: comes a Rogue 1 will: 

have ſtrangled, but now I'yield;' | 


Enter Jobſon.. 


Jobſon. Come on Nell, artcome tothy ſelf yet > © 

Laxly. Ay I thank you, I wonder what I ailed, this, Cunning-- 
man put Powder in my Drink moſt. certainly. us] 

Fobſon. Powder!; the Brewer put good ſtore of powder of malt: 
init that's all, Powder Quo' ſhe, ha, ha, ha/! 

Lady. I never was fodays of my Life: + 

Jobſon, Was ſo, no, norl hope ner'e will be ſo-again, to put me- 
to the trouble of ſtrapping you: ſo Deviliſhly. - 

Lady. T1 have that Right hand cut off, | for that you.were un-- 
mercifull to-bruiſe me-ſo. m7 (afide.) 


Fobſon. Why 2 Faith I'm ſorry for it, but it did hem mage 
of good: tho, why 2 you:wou'd: have been: mad and.call'd your ſelf 
my Lady Lovemore till. this. time elſe, why come,. why. don't. yow- 
Spin? 

| Lady, Tean't you: have-bruiſed: my Arms ſo; when: they: are well. 
KI: work: hard.. 


Fobſow.. 


A Coniel Tree 
?bſon. That's fny good Girl, Fll buy ſome Plums to make thee 
FEA Pye. rome (eB Mfc hi und friends. ne 
' Lady, Oticurſeh] ſmpndent Reſell; 'wiartbes he fay 3» + * 
Reon. [She tary from bien. 
. Tobſov. Nay, prithee row; fait T'WorfPRirap thee fo no more. 
Lady. 4 muſt ſtay till this be well; before Iforper i. - = 
Jobſon. Ounz if, you go to that, 1 will kiſs you. 
| on HOME WG 2001 2 [Rye Riffes ber and ſmacks. 
Lady. Oh foh, how the-Beaft tiries of Cheeſe, Leather-apron, , 
Pitch, Greace, foul Linnen and old Shoes. ( afide.) 


6 . 


. 


'. Enter the Country Fellow. with two. or three 
more with him. mo 
- p | : 1 LO F $6, | 
C. Fellow, Why Neighbour Fobſon + why don't you put on your 
Bond, and go to the Hall-place KO F<ffir1 A 
'* Fobfon. Why, what's the 'mattex ?* i on vie 
© *C. Fellow. Matter! why *' there's fucli achange, they are-afl out 
of their Wits, there's open Houſe to be kept there rill Candlems, 
all the Tennants are ſent for, 'why y3oulooſe-your Dinner. - 
Lady. What do [ hear? here's fine work indeed.  (A/ide;) 
Fobſon. What the Devil is todothere? is that Damn'd Jade my- 
Lady dead ? " He oi CD | | = 
_  C. Fellow, Nay 1 know not, we ſhall hear when T go, the Bells 
ring, do you not hear 'em? and there's order given for all the Pa- 
riſhes hereabouts t5 ring, Barrels of Beer, Flapgons of Brandy and 
Money for the Ringers, -and' Alms to #1! the' Poor areordered, . 
Lady. Death what's this ? Here's a rout when I am gone, did 
they pack me away for this, T ſhall have all my Eſtate rnn out. 
C. Fellow Come, come, make haſt. 
Lady. Husband, ſhan't I go with you 2 
Fobjou. Why, what ajViF thou > Did not T tell thee I wou'd flrap 
thee yeſterday for deſiring to go, art thou at it again ? | 
Lady. What does this Villain mean by ſtrapping, and yeſterday 2 
Jobſov. What a Pox, I have been 'married but ſix weeks, and 
you long to make me a Cuckold already, ſtay at home there's good 
cold Pye in the Cupboard, But Il truſt you no more with ſlrong 


Beer Huzwife. | 
G6 z | Lady. 


- 


ansformation. 43 
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Lady. Well you will have. your way,Lmuft do what you bid me 


Jobſon. That's a good; Wench, G 


od ox with. you, come on 
[Ex.) 


Neighbours. \, _ obſon and Neighbour. 
Lady. And I'll be there notlong after-you, ſure 1 ſhall meet ſome 
there that are not of the Conſpiracy. ,  [Ex. Lady: 


Scene Sir Richard 's Houſe, Sir Richard and all the 
; Company at Dinner. 


[Serv. Men whiſpers Sir Richard. 

Father. Son-in-Law Sir Richard | long to ſee Mr. Noddy, me- 

thinks I did not eat the meat with 4operire ſince he did not bleſs 
the Creatare. WIT US ION 

- Sir Richard. Sir to tell you the truth he is very ſick, he was 


_ grunk laſt night, 1 am ſorry to fay it to you. 


; Father, Son-in-Law, I know youarea Lukewarm Formali/t of 
the </"-%f ha way, and you are glad to fay.1t, but 1 believe it-not. 
- Sir Richard. Pardon me Sir, I do not-uſe to lye, the whole Fa- 


 mily are witneſles of it. 


Father. 1 fear me they are all too much of the ſame Batch, will 


. my Daughter affirm this ? 


Nell. | muſt needs ſay what Sir Richard ſays. 

Father. Come Gentlemen, perhaps he might e're he was aware 
be overtaken with the Creature, he might be tranſported perhaps 
with Zeal and fo the ſooner overtaken, and: ſo 'tis not a ſin, but a 
frailty in him that is Righteous: I muſt ſee him. 

Sir Richard, But 'tis a ſin inus : very good Doctrine. 


Though Zeal ſtand Sentry at the Gate of Sin, | 
Tet all that have the Word paſs freely In. 


LEx, Footboy and brings in Noddy. 
Father. I am forry to ſee you ill Mr. Noddy. 
Neddy. Bleſs your Worſhip. 
Fathe? Now we havedined let him give Thanks. 
[Noddy is humming and baughing in order to his Grace. 


Enter Lady. 5 , 


Zady. Here's a Riot and a-Rout, you ſirrah, Butler, Rogue: 
Batler., 


A Comical Transformation, 45 
Butler. Why how now 2 what a Pox is to do with you? who: 
are you ?. | ns OG 2h bn | 
Lady. Inipudent Varlet ! don't you know your Eady > 
Butler. Why how now you Quean? here, turn this Midwomar 
out of Doors. 2 [She trikes him, 
Lady. S Life you Raſcal rakethar firrah, why firrah 2 don't you 
know your Lady? my Lady Lovemore, hands off, I am ſhe )ou 
Rogue. wn 
{% flings the Glaſs in his Fuce which he had in bis 
hands, and Serviugman lays hold on her. 
Serv. Why you ſaucy Jade ? Huzwite have a care here'sa good 
pump, we'll cool your Courage for you. _ Sy 
Lady. Why Jaxe? Huzwite, ſure you do not forget me? 
| Jane. Forget thee Woman! why? I never remembeed thee, 1 
nere ſaw thee in my Life. , 
Lady. Oh wicked Slut! I'll give thee. cauſe.to remember me. 
[She pulls her by the Flead:Clothes. 


ane, Oh murder! murder ! help, help! 

Sir Richard. How now, what Uproar's there ? ' 1 

Lady. You Jade, Zettice! what won't you know me neither > 
I'll make you know your Lady. l 
[Lady ſtrikes her, ſhe breaks from her. 
Maid. Help, help ! | 
Sir Richard. What's to do there ? 
Butler. Why? here's a Madwoman falls a beating and lugging us, 


and calls her ſelf my Lady. | 
Sir Richard. Some Chri/tmas frolick, ſome Neighbour has a mind 


to be merry. 
Nell IT warrant it is a Beſs of Bedlam. 
Lady. Oh here's my Chaplain, ſure he is not of the Conſpiracy 
ag2inſt me! Mr. Noddy / Thou art an holy man. 
Noddy. Tam ſo Woman, what would'ſt thou bave with me? 
Lady. What are you blind ? do ybu not know me becauſe I have 


theſe filthy Clothes on? look on my Face, I am the moſt injur'd, 
the moſt abuſed Lady that ever yet drew Breath. . 
Noddy. Lady! Woman, art thou not mad intruth > . + 
Lady. Why ſwrah, are not you my Chaplain 2 You baſe Villain, 
did not Tlay on the Plaiſter to your ſhoulders, and a red hot Pan 


ro your Head laſt Night, and ſav'd your Life ? | | 
7 =o 


*® = | The.Deiliofis Vike, or 


Noddy. Oh Heaven! this is the Sorcereſs that bewirch'd me this 
Night, lay hold on her ſhe is a Witch. 

Father. Why Maſter Noddy ? art not thou troubled in Spirit ? 
it is ſurely a Trick, Gamba.” 

Lady. My Father here! I am fo difiraQted with my griefs and 
faflerings I did not ſce you, but now I muſt embrace you, and ne- 
verlcave you till 5 ou ſuccour and revenge me, for the moſt Barba, 
rous uſage that ever Lady ſuffer'd : ſpeak, will you not ſpeak to 
me, Honoured Father ? 

Father. 1 know thee not, I fear thou art ſome lewd woman ; 
be gone, hands off. 

Lady. Nay, then Iam deſperately miſerable. 

Noddy. She isa Witch and did confeſs it to me, I will have her 
burnt. 

Sir Richard. Stand by, there muſt be ſomething more than or- 
dinary in this Buſineſs, [Ex. Noddy and Father. 

Long. What the Devil can this mean ? 

Kow7, What ſhou'd ir mean?: ſome poor Madwoman is got looſe. 

Sir Richard, Why 2 I never ſaw thee, thou my Wite 2 poor 
Creature | pity tlice, 

Lady. Nay 'tis in vain to hope for Redreſs from thee, thoy 
wicked Contriver of all my Mifery. 

Nell. How Iamamazed ! is that TI there in.my Clothes, that 
have made this diſturbance? oh Father ! 1 am here in theſe fine 
Clothes, how can this be? and yet to my thinking I am there, I 
am ſo confounded and affrighted, that I ſhall begin to wiſh I were 
with Zkell Fobſon again. _ 

Lady. To whem thall I 2pply my ſelf > or whither ſhall T flie? 
oh Heaven what do I fee! Is nor that I there in my Gown and 
Petticoat I wore yellerday 2 how can it be when1 atm here > I can 
not be 1n two places at once. 

Noddy. Surely no, unleſs thou wei'r a Bird, but come Sir Jet's 
Le deat ro theſe vile Gambals ad retire. , , © 

Sir Richard. Poor Creature he's ſtark mad.” ans 

Lady. What in the Devil's Name, was I wa before! came 11i- 
ther ? tharl ſhou'd come hither, and find that I was here before 1 
carne 1s the 1irangeſt thing to me, ſer me fook in this Glaſs, Oh 
Heaven 1 am contounded, f know not ' my ſelf, if that be F” that's 
repreſented in the Glaſs, T never ſaw my ſelf before” OY 

Sir Kichard, What incoherent madneſs 1s this? - Enter. 


A Comical Fransformation.  _” 


Enter. Jobſon. 


Lady point- There, there's the Devil in my likeneſs, rhat has 

ing to Nell. C robb'd me'of my Countenance, F Life is he here, 

Fobſon, Ay that mult be the Devil that's in your Likeneſs, re- 
member my ſtrap you Quean. 

Lady. How inevitably wretched am I ? — - 

Nei. O Lord, I am afraid my  Husband _Wyl beat me that am 
en yonder ſide? : 

Fobſon. Gallants pray pardon her, ſhe was Kinking with a Con- 
jurer laſt Night, and ſhe has been mad ever ſince, and ſays the is: 
ny Lady Lovemore. 

Sir Richard. Poor Woman take care-of her, and do not hurt her, 
ſhe may be cured of this. 

Fob/oa. Cured, yes and pleaſe your Worſhip; You: ſhall ſee me 
cure her with chis ſtrap immediately, Huzwife do you lee this? 

Nell. Hold, hold, pray do not beat me Zeke. 

Sir Richard What fays my Dear > Does ſhe inſet thee with: 
madneſs too ? ' 


Nell, 1 am not well, my head turns round. 
[The: Maitls go in with Nell. 


Enter Butler. 


Sir Richard, Wait-on your Lady in.. 
7obſon. 1 beſeech your Worſhip don't take it ill of me, ' the ſhall? 
never trouble you more. 
' Sir Richard. Take her home and uſe her kindly, Il ſend my: 
Phyſician to her ſhall cure her I warrant you. 

Jobſon, Thank your Worſhip moſt kindly, come Nel. 

LEx. Jobſon and. Nel. E 

Lady. What will become of me ? 

Sir Richard, How now, where's my Father-in-Law > 
Butler. He has taken Coach, he bid. me tell you: he loves-no: 
Chriſtmas-Gambals, and he took this for one.. 

Longm. It isa: very odd one take it all together, as cre faw?- 

Rowl; Methought there was a Method in-her madneſs, ſhe.did i 
notknow her ſelf ith:Glaſs, 

Longm; And if-you- -obſerved,. your Lady uttered. ſome range 


 words.. 
*"SirAichard: Shedid ſoz. wa did. very much a1 amaze me... 
| RaowJ.. 


£$ ' The Devil of a Wife, or, 


Rowl. But that I have not much Belief in Magick, 1 ſhou'd have 
odd thoughts of this. — ef, | 

Sir Richard, Now you have put me in mind of it, there was 
ſomething in the latter part of this ſtory, very ſtrange and very fur- 
prizing. ”. 
Enter Servingman. 


| Serv. M. Sir, the Doctor who call'd here laſt Night, deſires a 
word in private with you on earneſt Buſineſs. 
Sir Richard. What can this mean? bring him to me. 


Enter Ddctor. 


[Ex. Rowland, Longmore and Servants. 


' Rovl. We'li take a turn and wait on you ſuddenly. 


Sir Richard. Your ſervant Gentlemen, be gone Servants. 

Doftor. Low on my knees I fall, and beg your pardon, and 
put my Life into your handsJI have exerciſed my art of Magick on 
your Lady, I know you are an honourable Man, and will not take 
my Life, who might have ſtill concealed it from you, if T had plea- 
ſc 


Sir Richard. Methinks you have brought me to a glimpſe of mi- 


ſery, toogreat for me to bear, 1s all my happineſs come only to a 


ſhort Live'd Viſion and a Dream? | 
Door. Sir I beſeech you fear not, if there be any harm towards 
you, I freely give you leave to hang me. 
" Sir Richard. Can Magick bring, me any thing bur ill 
Doftor. 1 never yet did miſchief by my Art, there are Aerial 
Spirits I command which do no hurt, they are Sy/phs. 
Sir Richard. What have you done ? inform me. 
' Dodor. I have fo transform'd your-Ladie's face, ſhe ſeems to be 
the Cobler's Wife, and charmed the face of Job/or's Wife into the 
Likeneſs of your Ladies, and when the ſtorm. aroſe, my Spirits re- 


moved each to the others Bed. 


Sir Richard, Oh miſerable wretch thou haſt undone me, f am 
fallen from the top of all my hopes, and ſtill muſt have a moſt 
tempeſtuous Wife, that fury whomI1 never yet knew quiet, ſince the 
firſt minutel had her. X | 

Doftor, 


Door. If that were all, 1 _ continue the Cham for both 
their Lives. _ 

- Sir Richard. Til have no happineſs from Hell, all my Bleflings 
mult come from Heaven, and 1 will hang you if you will not un- 
do your Charm, let the event be whar it will. 

Dottor, Ill do it in a moment, and perhaps you! find it is the 
luckieſt moment of your Life, I can well aſſure you your Ladv 
will prove the belt of Wives, give me your pardon Sir. 

Sir Richard. Upon condition you undo the Charm I will. 

Dottor. It ſhall be'done, and you ſhall find all my PrzdiQtion 


true. 
Sir Richard. Hold there is yet a material thing, which [ muſt. 


know. 

_ Dodlor. 1 will reſolve you Sir. 

_ Sir Richard. May beto Crown this miſchief I have fuffer'd, the 
Cobler may perhaps have made me Cuckold. 

Dott. Thenens this Throat, for e're ſhe was tranſported to that 
Bed ; the Cobler was got up, beſides he has done nought bur beat 
her ever ſince, and you are like to reap the benefit of his Labour. 


Sir Richard. Go about the buſineſs, 1'il ſend for him and her. 
[ Exeunt, 


Enter Butler, and Noddy. 


Butler. 1 can mm there's pars for you in this Fari- 
Iy ; my Lady has all up tomy Miſtreſs's power. 

Noday. Why look _— Edeard Chip ; thou art miſtaken in me, 
I can conform in many things, rather than leave ſo good a Houſe 
and fo People. 

Butler, Wherethere is ſo much cating. (a/ide.), 

Neddy. At leaſt —_— I cannot conform inwardly, I will con- 
form outwardly ; will do your bulineſs as well give us 


ſome Wine, they ſhall ſee what I can do. 


Enter Gervingmas, Cook, and all the Ser: vants. 


Batler. With all my heart, Gentlemen you aro  ooin ſon 
time to be merry with Mr. Noday. 


H Nodady. 


"- Waty: AyGutin HSAGry" 7X dw 121 fo Mo 


Cock, "Here's a pretty turn.. 

""Noddy. Give me a Beer-glaſs, here's the Ring and alt the w tibyal. 
Family, "izzab: to'rher,here's Sir Richard Lovemore's, huzzah : the 
to'ther,nay Gad take megive me 2 third, here's my Ladies, huzzalr: 
pledge meAall of you, and let every Bumper be a facer thus. - | 

[Fhey drink off their Glaſſes, and Huzzah, 

Serom. Is that a facer, faith ris very Precy- | 
Noday. Nounz Il have you to know, Tcan- be-as good Com-- 
pany as Cre a- he that wears a head. 


Fe rhat wears a brave Soul, and ares honeſtly a's, 
| Hee's a Heral d to himſelf and a Godfather tas. 


Butler. Here's-a Transformation: 
Nodd)y. Come faith, ler's ſing a Catelir 


' A Boat, a Boat, hafte to the Perry, 


For we come over to bemerry ; 


To laugh. and- Ruaff, and drink old Sherry. 
Enter Sir Richard. by the Door.- 


Sir Richard. Here's 2 turn ; here's a Hypocritical Rogue, I think: 
we ſhall haveOvid's Metamorphofi 741m this Houſe, but 1 am-too much 
con: ern'd to- mand: this: Divertion- « but where are . : By Pots riends' [ 
wonder, LITTNS S307 6 L 4 RL No // 


 TEx! SF Riche rd. 
Enter the Waſalers, and ji ing heir Waſſet Song-. 


' 


, [Noddy forks i WF" em in he "_ 

Butler. Come on Friends, 'and falf hartih to bur'” Chriſtmas 
Gambals alter a Rouze or two. 

| [They fall adrinking- - 


Rowl. What you tell us Sir has much of wander! in it. 
"dang: It-is prodigious if it prove true.” 1G IVY uu 
dy, Come.now, lets have a'dance.. Mt 2% 03 It! ? 
[Noddy kiſſes ae a the Wafſalers. 
Butter. 


A C Conte Trandfenanon; '$t\ 


'Butler. Now Parſon let's have one ChriſtmaſsGamba), wt i 
play, the Black-ſmith, | 02 fie 1 motiw. 
aldy.; Ay como witirall! my heart how is that? 

Butler: Come «we'll ſhow you, you thall dewaicdh, as ye 
down upon this form. | | 
Notldy, Ay come, come; Gad I'm almoſt drunk: | 
Butter.' Come 11 play the. Iniriy and DEER Bellows, yea are 


my two Journey-men. 71" | 2 


Fm © 


-roars out Murder, Murder, all the Company 


They beat upon him like two Smiths with ms 4 
3 langh, and they leave off when Sir Richard 1 Ru 


Cook, JI” are ready.  - 
Serv.m. : 
Butler. Be ſure you lay him on. 


| Enter the Cobler. 


Sir Richard. How now Fobſon, have you brought your Wiſe 
with you ? 
obſon. Yes and pleaſe your Worſhip, ſhe's here at the Door, 


2 little from the Houſe ſhe:fell into; a Swoon'd,  Irthought 1 ne're 
ſhou'd have-recovered-her. . But at laſt a tweak or two.by the Noe, ' 
and half a Dozen ſtraps has done the bubach, here where axe you 


Huſwife, come in? 
gle bells the Candle. 
Sir Richard. Light there* tis very dark, Neb 


[He lets «fall the c _ and FRee# it K zakes it up. 


\ Emo Lady. 


Butler. O MG aa = Earth, 'whar O this my "pat "0 
Job/on, What does heſay, 15 my Wife changd to my Lady? | 
([J be Servants -run away and ſneek. 


Cook. I thought the other was too good to be my Lady. 
H 2 Lady 
3 


The Beit of v6, « 


my "ag and 
pe that Heaven 


could do. 
Jobſon. What a muſt 1 lofe my Wife thus? w here the De-. 


uilh is my to'ther wife? here's conjuring indeed. 


Enter Ja ne and Maid. 


Jane. Oh-Sir the ſtrangeſt accident has "FOOWE} it has amazed 
us, and almoſt bereft.us of our ſences, my-Lady was in fo greats 
ſwound we thought ſhe had been dead. 

Maid. And when ſhe came to her ſelf, ſhe proved another WO- 
man. 

Sir Richard. Ha, ha, that's a Bull indeed.” OT | 
| Jane. She is ſochang'd I know her not; E never fie hears "BL be. 
fore, O Lordis this my Lady! -- 

Ilaid I ſhall be beaten again. 


| Faxe. I thought our happineſs was too great to laſt. 
Lady. Fear not my Servants, 'Sir let * era obl. in,' F-will 


lover 


give caſe and quiet to your Family, ama hearty_ 
Penitent, good Servants 1 acknow | Rav] All alermars 
been too harſh and rigorous to ye rh but Ha and Teunants 
ve has given me another mind, it . ſhall be my come tn. 
endeavour to make ye all happy. ' Tm ſure no 
Miſtreſs ſhall outdoe me in Kindaefe and in Gentleweſs. 

Sir Richard. Hold in this mind, thou wilt bethe beſt of women, 
and I the happieſt of men, the other was a falſe and- ſhort liv'd 
Joy; bat this I hope will long continue. OY 


Lad. 


5 - 


Lady. May Heavegwres 
alter from this- Reſolution, orere Teonrreet) 
Sir Richard. This is a day of wonders. 


Enter Nell. 


your will again. 


Nell. My head turns round T muſt go home, why Zeke! what 


are you there ? 
that Queen my wife 2. here's a rare buſineſs, Gad Idare not come 
near her. 


Sir Richard. 'T'1s rare indeed, we have all this. day been under 


che Power of Enchantment; to which” Heavens "wo be the was 


not my leaſt Conſent: eaves often turns even the malice of De- 
vils roproduce a goed end, this is no. doubt a happy 


Viſion: - 
Lady. To me 'tis happier than my Birth-day Was. 


Sir Richard, Now Madam fince you have reſi ign nd your will to: 


me, -where is the Chaplain ? 
Butler... Here Mr: Noddy where are'Jou Hy he's in, the Butrery,. 


here come 1n. 


© Nod: ly Enters Drank.” 


Sir Richard Beliote your faint here. 
Lady. Ido confeſs my ſelf in the. wron 


Sir Richard: Go Hy pocrite, I'difcard1 C8 
Noddy. Diſcard me for what, Nounz rl GY whats 4 Pox 


do you mean 2- 


« Sir Richard: Thou wicked Wretch, thou ſeandat to thy ow own: 


Profeſſion, woudſt thou malicioaſhy thus bring one on ours, by 
thinking to conform by being vicious 2 deteſted Beaſt be car- 


ry him to his Chamber, our Church condemns all ſuck Debau-- 


chery, though ſuch vile wretches wou'd bring a ſcandal on it. 
Give hinr ten Pound, and in the Morning ſend him packing : here 


Jobſontake thy tine wife, 
[They carry him out. 


} TJobſon. But hold Sir, did not your Worſhip Sir make me aCuc- 
.kold under the Roſe 2 Six 


on me if once - 1 
Ns Look you, look you now, __ day, what'a Devil, what's 


change, Tl. 
celebrate it with all the joy. I did proclaim, | for my late ſhort livd 
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a" wes my typ 107; Gig ly; 

Frot OT I hen or 2; W; ee I DOES fo 
this ky: change, -I rhee, with..: dred Pound, 
buy ſtore of Lether, and 2-3 my Shoerhake cer, fry to all 


Freclnd Ho boysI am a a Prince, come hither Nell, come 


tochingo nee 6 JI never ſtrap then maree..! vis 
Rell 1 Indeed] fave hat in ſuch a dream, Pm quite-weary of it. 


57 keeels. Can your. good..Ladyſhip forgive my ſtrapping 


your good Lady.ſhip ſo very, much. [7o the Lady. 


Lady. With all my heart, the j Joy of this bleſt change makes all 
thit 


f et Madam will you pleaks to take your Clothes, 
let me have-mine again. 
Lady. No thou-ſhalt cm, and 1!l;preſerve.thine as Reliques. 
Sir Richard, Cenfemeg. n let me preſent you to my Wiſe. 
Rowl. We wi your Ladylhip all the Joy your _—_ can. hops 
for. 
: Hong, May -all your "Life beeyer happy Madam. 
' Lady. Gentlemen pray pardon me, andI think I was a Madwo- 


- man laſt night, Aeavenx now: has brought me to. my. we. : 


-Sir Richard. No more of this Subject. 


Proclaim my joys. in every place aloud, 
Bonfires ſurround my houſe,tet the Bells ring, 
Let's dance and revel, feaf, carouze and al 


All the Sore 3, Lov live my Bp ang Sir ; Koh. 3 
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Jobſon, Now Jet me ſpeak if I may PY 64 bold, 
W gt 0 ; th Devil Jurs x can. tame as cold... 
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Spoken by Mr. Jevon, and Mrs. Percyval. 
Ome Ne!!, prithee while! dreſs for-the Dance 
ſpeak ſomething in my behalf to; theſe 
_ Friends of mine _- here, for Fm ſure they are 


Mr. Fevon. 


all Friends. - 
Mrs. Percyval. Who, 1 Zekel 2, Olr Lord you know, . I wand 

dacity when I come before grear Folks. © 
Mr. Jevon, How now Huzwife dare you diſpute-it? remember - 
my ſtrap you Quean: * 
Mrs. Percyval. Hold, hold good Husband, I'lf try what Icando? - 

_ To the People. Oh moſt curious fine Gentlefolks, IT hope you will ' 

ardon me tor being ſo bold, but nee ſtir, Ill never let youalone - 
till I find you kind to poor Zekel, for he's as pretty a Fellow as 


ere ſtrapp'd Wife. . 

Mr. Jevon, Why how now, what-a-Pox-is -all this for 2 what 
ſpeak. an Epilogue in Proſe 2 (the Devil ) I cou'd have done that- 
my ſelf you fooliſh Jade. For example now, 

4 Addreſſes himſelfato the 4udienceg and makes a long - 
' Banter, and goss off, after that-he ſpeaks. 

Look you Huzwife, there's as good Proſeas any isin England, but + 

muſt have it in Verſe, all beaten. Verſe, away with it. 


A1T Ss: Percyvat: ey Gs 


\ | OZ cannot ſure ungenerouſl ly refuſe, 
The firſt addreſs of a young tender muſe ; 


So modeſt that fhe ne're attempts to fly, 


Tp to the toſty pitch of Comedy: 


Parce-- 


